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tTr^ffK"HS'ScS 

Joy, to say how nice it tt oold be to go to the bahara oy 

lEsiSSiSI»'ss«s 

“e^derAmes of depa^te Now it is 

reveadd to me lecenlly ’’y ^"'^^"“petteps I sL'3d 

that a bus now goes aeioss the Ante l am p ^ 

say that it began to p. to T dttiment 

Sr«'S^pbta buses’io L almost eactywhete . 

Artienca eeit^ly f ’ , ,,htle uc debated the 
SKth^Se StSaXg A the Afnean desert. 
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assuming its possibility From the grape-fruit came 
visions of an ommbus ploughing its way through sand- 
storms, skirtmg the palm frmgcd glitter of oases and 
encountering those white robed horsemen who in song 
arc forever saj ing farewell to tbeir steeds But when the 
Msions had faded and the world of reality reasserted 
Itself, I inquired of the Spirit where she proposed to find 
out if her dreams could ^ realised 

“ The best waj would be to cross ^forocco,” she en- 
lightened me “ Morocco belongs mostly to the French 
We have a friend at the French Embassy Let us ask him ” 
So together we went to the friend, asking him if they 
had any Wes to the Sahara, and whether it would be 
pleasant to travel by them if they had 

Oh yes, he said, thev had some very good buses, with 
drivers whose skill ana reliability were Dc>ond reproach 
And he was sure w'e should travel in safety, because the 
dissidents — charming French euphemism for rebels 
who are robbers, cut throats and murderers — were now 
so well in hand that thc> had neither robbed nor killed 
anybody for quite a time, indeed for several months 
For you must know that the southern areas of Moroc 
CO through which we would have to pass, over the High 
Atlas mountains to the burning plains beyond, had been 
subdued Only four years before by French soldiers in a 
mountain wur that cost many lives Before that time, the 
Berber tribes of the Atlas had for three thousand years 
or more resisted all comers Not c\ cn the Romans of old 
could conquer these primitive white men of North 
Africa, who from their inacccssibibtj had been for ever 
free to descend for pillage, murder and the wa) laying of 
travellers You w ill understand that it must be fiord for 
men who have been used to cutting throats for three- 
thousand years to be asked suddenly to give up their 
hobby 
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Our fncnd told us that we would thKe sarage 
meo most friendly and charming, *<>''6^ h= *°“8“ 
there might be some places where we should not go 
aS B®ut of these he'^uld not tell ns « would b^a 
matter for people in highplacB » J"" uf 

reached the country And in the S 

he began to base a smaU douht as to 
the bL way to travel In the South, he • ‘“I 

were used almost cxdusiv£l 7 by the ^ ^ 

thoucht that come native might not apped to us 
rSr^ Wthatie hked noltnng betren ^ ^ 
that he suU had doubts A f 

though m all frankness he had to adimt titat some or 
the reeions throuch which we must pass had nothmg to 
?ferX ^k^dLrt mchs which were not very good 

'“'Bn“^dyhetndgnne^ofat Hebada^^^^^^ 

custcnce of buses to the Sahara , he MO g 
,o the vision of the 8«P= to' >5^^ And 

flame of '*?” tS md asTimmces and a 

picsendy, with his good nf Morocco, we 

letter of mtroducuon to the enthusiasm We 

left him with giatrful ' S®, ,*s loutney to 

bought a map and wOTt ,[4 Arabians 

desert lands through the coim^ j 

asMo8iebelAtoar,orland onheFurthes^\^ . 

of sunshine palm „ ’of.!, Empire that 

mneaains and the ““'J', p eVtlnus of ‘national 
died because it fostered tlmse most pern 
vices - eadusivenms “^“‘^f^anddonotcarefor 
.t,^^sfjonSyth“eblaineo4«s Blame the grape fruit 

WethnughttramteW--^"^^^^^^ 
to the Sahara we had first to tairc a uau 
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order to catch the bus , it w ould ha\ c been so much more 
to our liiung to step aboard at say Piccadilly Circus and 
set off without the tribulations iliat attend modem luxur} 
travelling Although by persistent enauirv uc had dis 
covered that we could indeed travel by Isus a greater part 
of the way from London cxclusit e of the English Channel 
and a short section of the Mediterranean, time did not 
permit this adventure So the train and the ship claimed 
us 

The Bast began to assert itself the morning w c reached 
St Pancras The grimy departure platform was littered 
with sierras of luggage bearing the well presets cd labels 
of half the hotels of India and Burma and Shanghai and 
Australia , for the Vtcer^ of India the liner on which \\ c 
were to leate London s own port of Tilbur\, first stop 
Tangier, would continue its \va} half round the ^orld 
after it had deposited us m Morocco So you will under 
stand why the grim platform at the station looked to us 
quite like a British empire in concentrated form 

Eldcfl) men with dark reddisli faces, looking almost 
as explosive as Signor Mussolini trekked among the 
mountains of luggage dangling sun helmets from one 
hand while with the other they pointed out this and that 
piece of baggage to porters whose imperturbability 
suggested that they too might have assimilated somethmg 
of the East Hindu gentlemen stand at the doors of com 
partments or stroll the platform watching the flurry of 
their rulers with calm eyes that tell nothmg of their 
thoughts Elderly mothers enjoy a last excliange of 
messages with thm faced daughters retunung to husbands 
in the remote places of Empire From first-class com 
partments elegantly languid women gaze with a cold 
consaousness of superiority and apparent lack of interest 
on a scene from which they seem entirely remote as 
though It belonged to another world of which they are 
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not a part Stocky men with the stiff back, and purposeful 
walk of non-commissioned officers m mufti laugh heartily 
with wives and sisters whom they as heartily kiss from 
the wmdows as the train moves out 

” What a blessing to see somebody really being 
human,” sighed the Spirit as she observed this display of 
demonstrativeness wmch I am sure did not have the 
approval of the languid ladies and explosive men who 
were going out to hold the Empire togetbex We had 
dumped our luggage with ourselves m a sccond-dass 
com^rtment where a scream’s wife was tellmc two 
fnends what a rare time they had down at dad s during 
the last ucek of leave Wc had two suitcases, a large 
painting box and a five feet long, sewn up canvas bunue 
that resembled a body prepared for buna) at sea, but was 
really a vast coll of anists canvas and a folding easle 
Now tins bundle, which hereinafter we shall call ‘ The 
Body,’ drew upon us from time to time a good deal of 
suspicion And I must confess that it merited suspiaon 
It might wcE have been a body and it might equally well 
have Dcen some kind of contraband You will perhaps 
have observed that customs officials and hotel keepers 
are disposed to be inquisitive about sewn up bundles 
shaped like bodies , and people in trams, after puzzling 
a while over the bundle, examine your face with speem 
care for signs of an evil nature Their suspicions are not 
allayed when they observe that you take precautions not 
to allow ‘ The Body ’ out of your possession , for how 
can they know that it contams an artist’s most precious 
possessions, without which hfc would have no meaning ^ 
Now, although 1 was not the artist, I confess to a 
special affection for * The Body ’ For on the previous 
evening I had not only at the last minute ranged the shops 
of South Kensington in search of speaal twine with 
which to sew it up, but 1 bad also at considerable trouble 
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ind expense provided some of its inner man Wi* the 
assistance of three shillings’ worth of taxiab I 
harassed innumerable shopkeepers at the verge of closing 
ume m quest of a large can of special turpentine whicn 
the Spirit was sure would not be procurable in dc 
regions I had gone, too, m quest of a folding stool lor 
dKett use, and of such mjstcties as megl p and gouache, 
all of which were non part of ‘ The Body s interior 
Then there had been the business of soothing the 
Spirit and assuring her that she looked much m 
charminR with her hair short than long For jo 
know that she has long and luxuriant auburn hair o 
which she IS not a little proud . but because desert places 
do not offer the amenities of the dressing 
been urged against het will to have her tresses cut a littic 

And she had returned from the hairdresser in despair anu 

almost in teats They had shorn het, they had rumed 
hair, they had cut off at least three mches of it Yet su^ 
are the persuasive powers of flattery that by the tiro 
trim was nearing Tilbury she had almost forgo 
lost tresses , . . l. j 

She had completely forgotten them after she naa 
clutched my atm suddenly, pointed from the ^ 
asked how on earth those Imcis had got into , 

fields Although she has wandered the world a goo° 
she had never yet seen Tilbury , and the travellM 
impression of the port is a strange one Here is the r 
Thames, next to it the railway on which you are «avcumg, 
and beyond that he expanses of green land from ^ 
vast liners tower Not until you are aboard do you 

how far inland from the nver he the docks 

When we ahght from the tram the East very def^teiy 
takes control We arc greeted by a pwade of Indiums , 
servants of the steamship company, and they w^ S 
clothes of blue with turbans of checked blue an • 
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of mustard and Tvine and of pink They come forward 
with the curiously slou, bind kneed and unhurried 
movement of the lascar, 'ahich is a glide rather than a 
u alk They are oddly out of place in the grubby barren 
ness of the docks One of them wordlessly straps our two 
cases and the painting box over shoulders that look much 
too frail for the load, and glances at us with what seems to 
be reproach because I, having been well instrattcd in this 
matter, decline to let him also take ‘ The , 

And so we are up the long gangway and aboard, and 
a stew ard leads us to our cabm, where we are receiv ed by 
another stew ard w ho in greeting makes a little murmu^r 
sound like a sleepy cat , our luggage is stow ed with The 
Body ’ under our bunks, and we are out on deck again to 
see the farewells from the dockside a loiig, long way 
below So lugh we ride abo\e the dock that the Spirit 
momentarily shrinks from leaning on the rails for fear 
she wdl topple the ship over 

The gangways are down and the last farewells are 
passing from below the ‘ don’t forget to writes an 
the ‘ have a good times ’ which always cover the cm 
barrassment of an English farewell at tram or boatsi e 
Yet from a boat the embarrassment is neiet so great, 
perhaps because of the greater distance that separates 
seer-off from the departing friend You do not, as at a 
tram farewell, stand two feet from each other ^*^5 
without much success to thmk of somethmg to say w hic 
hasn’t been said before, knowmg that m the hearts of 
each IS a wish that the tram would hurry and consummate 
the patting, smcc it has to be made , , - , , 

There is a good crowd of other people s Biends and 
relatives to see us off We divide them into two mies, 
the cheerful ones and the tearful ones 
are determined to be bright till the end , the tearful ones 
just do not care if they do make sights of themselves 
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Heie IS one young woman who is a particularly deter- 
mined weeper She stands with her mother, who is 
holdmg a baby She wears spectacles, and looks up 
forlornly to a young man who leans out from the second- 
class deck below and whom we thmk is a clerk retummg 
to his job in the East Her nose is ted and the tears run 
unrestrainedly from beneath her spectacles down her pale 
cheeks 

“ Let me ’old your glasses, duck,” says mother, 
removmg a hand from the baby and with a quick expert 
twist unhooking the mtrusive oDjccts from her daughter’s 
ears “ There, now,” she adds with satisfaction, as though 
to say, Now you can have a good cry and nothing to 
stop you ” 

“ Don’t forget to write,” quavers Duck itrelcvandy, 
as though the young husband could possibly forget smce 
he takes with mm the memory of that pathetically tearful 
face 

There are other tearful faces and we see that their 
tears ate all direaed to the second-class and steerage 
voyagers, who lean and peer from the decks below 
There is nobody to cry for the first class passengers, nor 
is there anybody to wave them farewell You see, when 
you feel responsible for holding an Empire together, you 
arc reluctant to show any emotion, which is a weakness 
to be severely discouraged So we who have paid a little 
more to tra^ el glide from the dock unwept for and 
unwaved to, and those who have paid less feel as though 
their departure really matters to someone 

Two figures follow the great liner along the quay to 
the end as she makes her exit and swings slowly out mto 
the water One is a large and majestic policeman wheeling 
a bicycle He walks protectively beside the monstrous 
bulk of the ship to the end of the quay, watches her swing 
out into the river, then turns and mounts his bicycle and 
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cycles away to his tea with the air of one who has done 
his job and done it well 

He leaves at the end of the quay the dwindling figure 
of the joung woman m spectacles, who has followed as 
far as she can without going into the water As the 
Vtctroy of India swings round the bend in the river and 
heads for the sea and the far places of the world, the 
young woman raises on high a small white bundle, her 
bab) I wondered if anjbodj else who might have been 
watching saw the bigger significance of that last gesture 


We are travelling first class for two reasons One is 
that we are a little tired after a winter of hard work m 
London and need rest m luxury The other is that the 
weather is not good, we are indifferent sailors, and the 
Spmt says it is perhaps less trying to be sick first-class 
than second The fare to Tangier is nine pounds, and we 
could have gone second-ebss for six We deade that 
after we have gamed strength from the African sun we 
shall return in the second-class, because we prefer its 
friendlier humanit) to the formality of the first 

And now w c hat c before us three and a half days of 
freedom, wherem we can indulge any whim that touches 
out fancy We can stay in our bunks all daj or laze 
reading m deck chairs swatJied m rugs , or wc can indulge 
to excess in the nch foods provided, to the end that wc 
must spend the rest of out time strenuously playing deck 
games to counteract the cffcrts of four large meals a day 
Then there is that other popular pastime, played by 
pairs, of sitting together on deck or in lounge, observing 
passmg fellow passengers, and turning your heads each 
towards the other to exchange significant glances, little 
tight lipped smiles and murroured remarks This is a 

E mc much fa\ cured by the thinner and more cldeilj 
[ics returning to the East 
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Or there is that more intriguing game of Spotting 
the Ships Scandal In this instance she is soon found 
She IS a lady of considerable title, gay, good looking in 
middle age, and noted for her dit orce , and her com 
ponion IS a \ery )oung man who seems not to cate tup 
pence if he does rum his career in the Diplomatic Service, 
so great is his adoration 

Then there is the business of discovering whom to 
know and whom not For ourselves, wc do not care 
We like a certain gay captam and that rare tlung, a 
studious colonel who can talk on many subjects We arc 
puzzled by a charmmg young Spaniard, wondcrmg why 
he so persistently advocates sherry as a drink, until wc 
learn tnat he owns vineyards and wine presses in Granada 
and has been to London to advocate the greater con 
sumption of his products We hold aloof from the greyish 
mother with spmstet daughter who w ithout the necessary 
equipment makes vain attempts to be the life and soul of 
the smp Best of all we like a ttoup of smgmg acrobats, a 
young Arab and his wife and a Spaniard with his brother, 
who nave just left a London tneatie for a tour of the 
Antipodes Here is naturalness and spontaneous gaiety, 
and we ate soon good friends 

And soon after rough seas, the dreaded Bay of Biscay 
IS passed, calm as the mmd of a nun, and the captams and 
colonels are scanmng the mountains of Spam through 
telescopes m vam search for signs of war On the fourth 
morning we arc awakened at dawn to a ship whose 
engines are silent, by a steward who nods to the porthole 
and murmurs “ Tangier ” I peer out, seeing no colour 
fill Africa, no palms and white houses m the sun but a 
grey curtain like steel 

Forgive me if I introduce a topic without which no Eng 
lish discourse can be complete I will say it in a whisper 
// was raining cats and dogs 



Qiapter I. 


Ttih of an African ffttUng — tbe ways of Char Us Abdullah 
— • a garden of dreams — Str John Laverjs cook — tbe 
Engltsba Oman who married an Arab leader — the perfidy of 
Abkadar. 


Now Africa, when it jams, can be very wet indeed ; 
and the rain that beats upon the ship like bullets and hisses 
into the grey sea is the best sort African tain. But it is 
soon over, and before the tender is ready to take us the 
half-tmle or so to shore, Morocco and its sunshine is all 
around us. 

Across the water from the white town on tbe hill 
come a multitude of obfeas that look at first like gigantic 
coloured water-beetles but prove as they draw near to be 
Arab boats laden with merchandise In a few minutes 
they have surrounded the ship, more than twenty of 
them, swaying on the waves that have now changed 
mira^ously from grey to azure, spreading before us the 
coloured wares of Morocco Each boat contains two 
Arabs, the oarsman and the salesman. While the oarsman 
keeps the boat m position the salesman throws up fifty 
feet of Imc, shouting to the passengers to tie it to the 
ship’s rad Soon a score of Imcs teach from boats to ship 

Then begms a hoarse cfamout of salesmanship such 
as you have never heard before . . . ‘ Look, ladcc, nice 
cusson cover, lovely hxg-Foc-you, all For aeely aothiag, 
I give Hun away, yes, for scventy-franc-tea shilling, alti,’ 
how mooch you give ? Eighty franc, cost me eighty 
franc, alri,’ seventy franc and I starve, sisty-five franc, 
how mooch you give ? Getaway, fifty no good, I star\ e 
and die, fifty-five franc . . . ’ 
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From a score of throats comes this clamour as the 
salesmen hold up for mspection their bright green and 
red and magenta leathers, covets for poufFs, handbags, 
purses, rush bags and baskets wo^en in many colours, 
rugs made by Arabs in factories for a few pence a day 
The salesmen do not expect us to pay the price they ask, 
they are always prepar^ to reduce it by half When a 
bargain has been struck the goods are tied in a basket to 
the hne and drawn up to the ship, and the passenger pays 
the price into the basket and sends it down 

And now amid the clamour a long narrow stair is 
unfolded down the ships side, and ue pass swayinglv 
down to the tender that rocks below A gigantic Arab 
wearing a fez, yellow pantaloons and a magenta jacket 
hauls us aboard as he roars out instructions to an unseen 
coUeaMC, and soon we pass through that vociferous 
ocean Dargainmg over blue seas to the shore 

Tangier always begins with Charhe, whom you must 
know You cannot arrive in this international aty, gate 
way to Morocco, without meeting Charlie He came 
forward to greet us as we stepped ashore and stood wait 
mg for the luggage tender He is a graceful young Arab 
of twenty five with a pleasant smiling face and an m 
genuousness that is very much more apparent than real 
He wears a ted fez proclaimmg the unmarried state and a 
red brown djellab or cloak over tweed plus fours It is 
not long since we met m Spain, for Charlie, whose othet 
name is Abdullah, is something of a v. anderer He shook 
out hands, then raised his own hand to his lips, after the 
fashion of the Arabs He asked us how we md and said 
how \ cry glad he was to sec us again 

Charlie Abdullah is the son of a merchant who once 
knew luxury but died after the Arab passion for gambling 
had brought him to penury So what should Charlie 
Abdullah do but become a guide ? Now being a guide is 



BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 


the ambition of a multitude of pestiferous young men of 
Tangier, who find that sustamed work is not to their 
Ukmg , but Giatlie Abdullah is a guide with a difierence 
Hjs charm and his manners and his five languages — two 
of which he learned by studying them at the cinemas — 
raise him from the rut 

There is nothmg in Tangier that Giarlie Abdullah 
cannot show you He will introduce you to a consul, a 
secret political mcetmg, a place where jou maj buy 
forbidden hashish, or he uill take you to what he calls a 
House of Bcautiiul Women, still ujth that smihng, grace 
ful charm of his And if at the hour of sunset he should 
suddenly ask j our pardon, step into a quiet bywuy and 
sink to his knees wi& his forehead to the grouna, ) ou wtU 
know that he is onJ% praying to Allah for any sms you 
may have committed under ms guidance 

We deposit out cases m a barouche like carnage 
sheltered by a white sun-owning and drawn by an animal 
whose appearance, sa)s the Spmt, suggests that it was 
the steed ro which the Arab said farew^ Soon ue are 
clanenng up the hilly modem streets to out hotel at the 
summit It stands like a white palace m a garden such as 
you may have dreamed of but seldom seen Ousters of 
great lilies use from the ground to meet white, bell like 
ulics that hang from the trees, amid masses of magenta and 
puce geraniums that have for background white walls 
half ludden by a blue foim of morning gJoty It is a 
garden of peace and colour and dreams i\n Arab 
gardener plaj^s at work among the hlies , another Arab 
m a stnped yellow and white djcUab and white turban, 
stncLen in years, sits against a w^I in the shade smoking 
hashish m a minute pipe of red clav w ith a wooden 
stem tw o feet long At the end of the garden is a terrace 
on the side of the hill, and beneath lies the lovclj panorama 
of Tangier, w hite tow n of green roofed mosques rcacliing 
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to a calm blue sea. Far away through the faint liaze of 
moxnmg we sec the coast of Spain, and to the right a 
far-off hump tliat is Gibraltar. 

Here is a place for dalliance and dreams, where time 
seems to have died The African thrush that sings on the 
acacia tree might be one of the birds of Celtic Rhianon, 
which sang so sweetly that a year passed as a minute and 
a lifetime like an hour. Up the white road that climbs 
from the town comes a straggle of white-robed figures, of 
donkejs laden with burdens twice as large as themselves. 
From a compound on the nght rises faintly the sound of 
braying donKe}S and the dissatisfied grunt of camels that 
have brought produce m to the market. And upon all 
dwells the burning radiance of the sun. 

After w’e have settled our rooms and taken coffee 
served on the terrace by a soft-footed Arab u earing ted 
pantaloons and a red fer, we set off down the hiU to the 
town. It IS still only nine o’clock, and the market of the 
Grand Socco is alive with business. Here you will find 
all the colour and romance of a market of the Orient, and 
sample some of its odours. 

In the great tree-shaded triangle, a surging multitude 
of many colours plys its multitudmous trades. Veiled 
Women swathed in white sit cross-legged m rows before 
their wares — before crimson hills of outsize tomatoes, 
giant green peas, lettuces like young shrubs, carrots 
twelve mches long Only their eyes and their hands 
invite you to buy Lumbering women of the Riff moui> 
tains, unveiled because they arc Berbers, squat beneath 
rush hats the size of umbrellas, with their goods arrayed 
on the ground before them : round flat cheeses, a dozen 
eggs, flat pale loaves, jars of honey and smeen, winch is a 
kind of curd used for cooking after long burial under the 
ground. Negroes offer tofl^s of terrifying colour 
vivid purple and green and magenta — sticks of pink and 
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yeUow rock, sugared peanuts, doughnuts oozing fat 
The Spirit, -a ho has a chad’s love of eating pretty colours, 
buys twenty-fi\e cenumes worth of purple mystery, sajs 
after tastmg that it is the best sweet she has eaten since 
schooldays; and tempts me to a bite Th» mote veiled 

women, sitting armd a chaos of flowers \\ c ^y y 

big bouquet of roses for one franc 6fty, xvhich is 
twopence ; or a larger bouquet of a dozen arum Idles 

men crouched brfore piles of red md 
)ellow bebouches.the heelless bacUess *PP“ 

Arabs only footwear Ragged f 

argue mterminably over the sale hun »E-ni 

wEeh IS their only wealth Mote Riff "““f 
selves into frenzies m their efforts to sell lo g 
which ate the only beds these people Uou J ^ 
first time we imhse the signitoceof 
• tal-e up thy bed and wall^ Th«' 
steads m the days of Christ ,,r,lffnce and 

We are dcaxvn to\^ards a sound of 
savagery A Riff uoman and an 
othef From thcit hps come ^oIumes of 

SKld S'lJb Kipll^gotten 

“pmS to Tos of motemeut and Babel of tongues 

through the CIOM '>«' ate the dffs u here 
‘^g!^l vihete ,uatteIson,= Spaniards 
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ometimes come to blows and knife thrusts over the civil 
var that drags on a few miles wny across the blue straits 
jelow the down Here at one cafe is the corner tabic on 
he pavement which v- as the favourite seat of the famous 
Walter Harris, correspondent of the T/ww, who in course 
Df his w ork became captive of the great rebel Raisuh of 
the Riff 

The street dips to a hollow, then rises steeply im long 
cobbled stops to the ancient kasbah, high-waflcd fortress 
that was once the town’s stronghold Past white houses 
half hidden under cascades of purple bourgainviUea v-e 
enter a great gateway into cool narrow alleys where 
Moorish children phy around a water fountain And here 
we climb to the high wall and look down on the city and 
the bay, meditating on the troubled history that has been 
wrought here , 

Romans of old fought for and held it, Vandals and 
Visigoths and Byzantines struggled in those blue waters 
and m the narrow alleys, the Spanish and the Portuguese 
took theit turns of possession , the English received it 
as a present — and gave it away 

A charmmg present, we agree, recalling how our 
Charles the Second received it as a dowry when he 
married Catherine of Braganza the Portuguese beauty Yet 
so much trouble did this present bring upon him, and so 
much money did it cost, and so annoyed was Parliament by 
all this bother and expense, that after twenty-three 
the English, to save money, blew up half the place and 
sailed away, leaving it to the tender mercies of the 
sadist Sultan Moulay Ismail of Meknes, of whose plaj fui 
habits I shall tell you later On some of the walls you may 
see still the rude remarks about the inhabitants, scored by 
Stuart soldiers before they left for home 

Perhaps it is as well, then, that after all its tribulations 
the Tangier zone should be mtemationally ruled by a 
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mixed government dravm from eight nations, of which 
the greatest ate Bntam, France and Spam 

We climb down from the thirty feet high waU and 
pass on through narrow ways into the native town, where 
the streets arc corridors and the shops caverns in 
wherem Arab shopkeepers sit cross legged before their 
wares And here m one of these narrow ways we have 
our first encounter i 

In a tmy shop that is half a studio sits a little old man 
From his dmost black skm we radge that he is ha^ negro 
He has a straggle of white beard, and he looks ”P J 
gentle, half shy smile as we pause at the doot way We 
are surprised to see that he is painting, so we , 
he rises to greet us he puts down a half aushed 
^^ter cololis The wails of te s.^ shop 
pamtmgs They are scenes of Arab life, 
leasts £>d fetes The Spurt comines them wi* 
enthusiasm that the old man asks in Flench if she also 
an artist and she tells him yes _ a » 

“ Then you will perhaps know Sir John Lavery ? 
he asked surprisingly .» 

“ Whv yes. do you know him, wo ■' 

“ Oh ye^,” says the old man, and there is F*^. ^ 

voice “ It IS through him that I too am an artist 

soi£S£BE=S“ 

°®*ThiTS ro^cf^’^t bS ef'^bau was m my 
John laivery ” 
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Now we are indeed intrigued. Benah invites us to 
coffee and we squat on the floor with him to hear his 
story. He told us that many years ago, before the war, 
Sir John lived for a while in Tangier, where he had a 
house. (Now we knew this to be so ; and if you should 
go to Birmingham Art Gallery you will sec one of the 
pictures he painted here.) At that time Benali entered his 
service, and when Sir John returned to London, Bcnali 
came with him for a time 

Benah had no knowledge of painting, but the art 
fascinated him. VCHien the chance offered, he would study 
Sir John’s pictures as they progressed from the fost 
brush-strokes to the finished work. What a fine thing, 
thought Benali the cook, to be able to transfer to canvas 

thefleetingbeautywhichtheeyccanscebutcannothold. In 

theprivacyofhis roomhebegantomake tentative attempts 
to paint; but it was hard, for he did not know the elements. 

One dav Benali the cook was sittmg cross-legged on 
the floor o: the studio, where he had no right to be, when 
Lady Lavery found him. He apologised and tried to 
escape ; but Lady Lavery was always interested in other 
people’s interest in her husband’s work, and before long 
she had uncovered her cook’s aspirations. 

“ And then she began to tell me some of the secrets 
of Sir John’s work, and the thmgs that puzzled me she 
explained,” says Benali. “ She helped me to study this 
art which captures the world’s beauty and keeps it. i 
went on with my painting, yet never thmking that 1 
should come myself to be an artist. 

“ And when I left, before the war, her words to_ me 
were * that I should go on painting.’ I went on painting- 
Back m Morocco I was a cook, a shopkeeper until busi- 
ness was bad, a bank messenger ; and when I was no 
working I painted. Now a littfc success has come to me 
in old age. Allah has been good.” 
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All his days now old Benali sits painting his water 
colours in the small shop that is half a studio When 
once he has made a picture to his liking, he copies it a 
dozen, a score of times, according to its popularity By 
no means arc they great art, but they are cliaracteristic or 
the Arab mmd that conceives them, and have a naivety 
and an atmosphere that gives them charm 

You will see them on the walls in many of the houses 
of Taneier We discovered later that sue of them hang in 
the bar lounge of the Villa de France u here we are stay 
mg Benali sells them at pnees tint range from hve to 
forty francs It is his only hvclihood ^ poor 

one , but this is of less concern to Benali th;m that he has 
achieved an ambition bom years ago m Sir John s studio 

W?ta£°ong, sitting here on bs littered ^ 

we part with a promise to meet Benali later, so that he 
may^ lead the Spirit to scenes which he says would be 

ou, though,; to food Wo 
can hSuTo reilanon meal a, the cafes m the mm 
reet,“r go fotlet afield to one of the hotels or ;staut 
ms Or t, e can lunch as we stand at a native feW bar, 
and so save the time we should otherwise spend on 
Sborate eating Now a W bar ,s the snack funcheon 
n^lS Arab TOU will find one m every street in 
Tthe old Sltef of ^Io^o Ins.de hts small avemorn 
shop the cook stands behmd hls counter, on '•'ht* 
a hollow stone boat filled with glowing charcoal Bratde 
?h7coi fs a heap of spiced imncemeat, another of hver 
Snd fat ™t into pLes the sac of a fatttog, and a pfie of 
“ewSs OroL skewer he Aieads alternate pieces of 
hv« and fat round another he moulds wi* his hand a 
roll of mince He dips them in ^ 

the boat and turns them over the red charcoal tiU they arc 
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cooked crisp and brown Then he takes a small flat cake 
of bread, suts it at the side, drops m the hot grill, and 
hands it to you for fifty centimes, or three-farthings. 

They are good, these habobs We repeat the order and 
consider ourselves well fed We cross to another sm 
native bar and stand with wlutc-robed Moors and Ber- 
bers in striped djellabs while we are brewed a glass or 
mint tea, the national drink of the Morrocan It is a 
sweet, refreshing drmk, three glasses of which take me 
place of the cocktail before a ccremomal baMuet i ale 
china tea is pouted boihng on to a handful of fresh rnm 
leaves, whose flavour is given to the tea We take a glass 
apiece and arc refreshed and read) for further >vandering 


And now we have some calls to pay before we plan 
out bus journey First we have promised to 
editor of the local English newspaper It has the spl®ndi - 
sounding name of langitr GartUt and Morocco A t 
tneorporaUng El Aloghrtb At Aksa and Aiorocco 
this you must not assume that it is an elaborate proa ■ 
tion of the kind you have on the home brealuast la 
It has eight pages recordmg the doings of the ^ghs 
the Tangier Zone It tells its news plainly ^ 

with less display even than the august 7 /wm of Lon 
We found the Editor m an arched cavern below street 
level The open archway that serves as a door 
piece of waste land coloured with white and ycu 
o'^-eyed daisies Two donkeys are tethered nntsiae 
we sit before the editorial desk, discussing this ’ 

the conversation is from time to time interrupte j 
violent braying from one of the donkeys 

“Damn that donkey,” says the editor ’ 

reheving his feelings by aimin g a blow at an inon 
fly with a swatter that lies on his desk ..j.ror 

It IS no easy job, this editmg m Tangier The 
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IS also his o^Ti reporter and sub-editor and print super- 
visor and make up expert , he has to take a hand cv'en 
V. ith the production He leads us through a door into an 
adjoining cavern where the paper is printed T\\ o natives 
are busy, one setting a piece of news m print by hand, 
letter by letter, taking his type from a senes of boxes , 
the other working the handpress on which the paper is 
pnntcd a sheet at a time It is a long and laborious pro- 
cess, little changed since Caxton first conceived the idea , 
and V.C part with a feeling that the editor deserves more 
credit than he probably receives for producing as neat a 
paper uith so pnmitive an equipment 

Not far awav is The Mountain, nsmg high above 
Tangier and its blue sea, where the English colony has 
made its home Here live the Very Best People of the 
International Zone, the retired colonels and civ il seiv ants 
and men who have spent their lives m the far places of 
the world They have brought with them iheir own 
avilisation to this paradise on the hiU They hunt and 
they shoot and they fish, suck pigs, play polo and indulge 
in every concavable pastime that mvolves knocking, 
throwmg, driving or otherwise propellmg a ball They 
are a close community, hke all English colonics of their 
kind, living m these spaaous white v ilhs amid a discrcvt 
profusion of flowen Do not imagine you can be on 
equal terms with them unless you have the very best of 
crcdcnuals And if you should gain entry to their soaety , 
above all do not make reference to stones you may hear 
down m the town of how certam of their countryw omen 
have gone very wrong indeed with handsome Moors 
They will not be able to deny i^ but they can always phy 
the ostrich 

You will have read m newspapers from time to time 
of Enghsh girls wdio have found romance and given 
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themselves m marmpe to eastern princes 0™"“' 
sheikhs And )ou wiU no doubt have shabm „ 

and wondered, as we have wondered, about the “h® 
fate of their romances and whether they w ould find bappi 

"“now m Tangier we have discovmd one 
woman who above all others should be able to p 
an answer to these questions, for in her youth 5“ 
petienced such a marriage We ate on our w ay to see nc 
now, with a letter of introduction from Londm 
It was m 1873 that Emily Keene, twenw two 
old, fair haired daughter of a ,cf of 

married Had) Abdeslim ben Alarbi, Grand ShM“ ‘ 
Waaaan the Holy City She w as a governess, he “ 
ant of the Prophet Mahomet — no wild, 
sheikh of the desert of fiction, but a 
Moor whose family was once so powerful 
could not be chosen without its simetion As a descenu 
of Mahomet and of a long hnc of holy men, h® , 
of a religious order venerated all through the lands of tti 

Now because he admired the 
to marry an Englishwoman, so he , 'ipms — 

three wives — a simple matter among the h 
and sought marriage with Enuly Keene rv , 

refiised,1,ecause of rehgious differences tut whm 
found that the Koran permuted such rnraiages ^ 
consented, to the despair of her parents, a^ 
to the Shareef at the British Legation m ule 

To reach her house we climbed the long P 25 
pathway past the kasbah to a high platwu 
The Marshan, a place of peaceful white villas 50 

brilliant with flowers Wc have to ask our y» 
we meet Abkadar, a young student with a g 
and graceful manner, who volunteers to a 
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Shareefa, of -whom he speaks with gieat veneration He 
told us how, many years ago, she had brought vacanation 
to Morocco, saving hundt^ of lives The disease of the 
spots and the itch, he said, had been a curse in the country, 
and the people knew no way of preventing it At first 
they feared vaccination, bebevir^ it some kind of deviliy 
or witchcraft But the Shareeu conquered their feats, 
and herself scratched with the needle many thousands of 
Arabs and Berbers who in time flocked to her house to 
be sated Oh, yes, said Abkadar, the Shareefa was a 
grand lady of many fnends and great renown 

We reach her house, a square white building neat the 
road, on one side overlooking the blue Atlantic As wc 
V. alk down the v, ide open space that separates it from the 
ne-tt villa, v c pass an elderly grey bearded Moor of great 
dignity, in white robes, who paces up and down with lus 
hands behind his back His gaze is on the ground and he 
appears not to be aware of out passing , but Abkadar 
bows his bead in reverence and when we are out of 
hearing says m a hoarse whisper that it was the Shareef, 
her son , for the Shareefa has been a widow for many 
j cars, and the son has succeeded the father 

Wc pass into a garden where crimson lilies grow and 
are received by a negress who takes m our card of intro- 
duction While Abfadar w-aits, w e are led into the house 
to a room which at a glance tells something of the story 
of a life, so strange a mixture is it of east and west, of an 
English taste long dead and a Moorish culture that has 
In ed for centuries 

Moorish tapcstucs vie with fringed table-cloths of 
nondescript colour on small Victorian mahogany tables 
<et among carved Arab furniture of exquisite workman 
ship Many ornaments of Moorish design and pattern, 
bowls and pots of copper and brass, stand on tables and 
mantlepiece , pictures of relations and friends in frames 
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of ted plush and silver adorn walls and stand 
convenient place. It is the room of one who has not wen 
able or wilhng to submerge all that belonged to a civilisa- 
tion she has forsaken. 

Into the room comes quietly a boy of fifteen or so. 
He wears a light grey robe and his face is of the very pale 
brown colour of the cultured Moot. He greets us wit a 
quiet digmty as he shakes hands and explains that Ws 
grandmother the Shareefa is prepared to receive us. 
are led to another room, and here, by the window in 
armchair covered with an antimacassar, sits the 
who sixty-five years ago scandalised her friends y 
marrymg an Arab. . , 

She is a white-haired w’rinklcd old lady neanng nin ^ 
now, still with the blue eyes that went with the fait h^r 
of Emily Keene of so long ago. She wears the "O 
that out grandmothers wore, with a woollen shawl o 
her shoulders. Her voice is still strong, her mouth win 
and with a suggestion of humour. She is feeling not y 
well to-day, ^e says, so we will forgive her if she « 
not talk for long. She questions us about ourselves, an 
our work and out opinion of Morocco, 
that she loves this country of her adoption. Of the o 
try she abandoned she never speaks, it seems to have 
interest for her. We think that perhaps in her old ag 
has receded too far into the past and become hke a 
remembered dream. . , .t,- 

And then, m response to out discreet question , 
tells us a httle of her own past. Her / as 

without adventure. Tunes were when the bhar . 
ambassador of the Sultan, made long journeys on , 
back into the wild south to treat with turbment , ’ 
and his wife accompamed him with their not 

like a man and aidmg him in his work. She . gj 
relegated to the inferior place of most Moslem 
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and kept in jealous confinement , she lived a full life and 
saw many strange sights denied to wives of the hareem 
But more important to her than these things was her vi ork 
for the people Romance — yes, that was the real 
romance,” she says " To learn the ways and customs of 
the people and to help them If I had my life over again, 
I w^ould choose no better way of spending it ” 

Of course the Spirit had to ask her if her life had been 
happy She smiled “ As happy as most hvcs, happier 
than many,’ she answered “ But you do not espect 
perpetual sunshme without shadow, even m hforocco ” 
Afterwards we learned what some of those shadows 
liad been how in later yeais the Shareef had broken 
his vow of monogoray and married other wives, one of 
them a former slave , and how he had developed a 
mental trouble lo which the Shateefa had nursed him till 
he died Yet these things did not turn Emily Keene from 
her purpose of makmg their marriage a success , and 
you will realise how broad mmded a woman she was 
when I tell you tint three of her best friends were the 
wives whom the Shareef had divorced 

we arc preparing to depart we glance at a 
photographic group on a table — of Exarded Moors 
with strong, pondering faces and youths with calm 
intelligent eyes 

“ Klj sons and grandsons,’ she murmurs *’ Such 
fine men, such splendid boys ” 

Here then is our glimpse of the woman who defied 
convention and race and religious prejudice by marrying 
one whom the newspapers dcliglu to mil a sheikh , ana 
you maj judge for yourselves whether she was justified 
in her ^oicc 

Abkadar the student was waiting for us with a smile 
when we went out into the sunlight 

“You would now perhaps like a glass of tea,"he said 
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Together we walked down the hill to the entrance of 
the Kasbah, On the opposite side of the road, beside a 
building bright with blue Moorish tiles, we entered a 
garden of white stone festooned w ith purple bourgain- 
villca. On the other side of the enclosure in an alcove, 
four Arabs were squatting on a rush mat round a game 
of cards. Sometimes a burst of laughter rose above the 
murmur of their voices. From a distance we could hear 
the shnller sound of many boyish voices repeating parrot- 
hke the lessons of the Koran Abkadar said there was a 
school round the corner. , 

The cafe keeper, an Arab friend of Abkadar, placed 
glasses of fragrant sweet mint tea before us. We sat for a 
long time, while the Spirit sketched and Abkadar 
of ms home and his sisters, and pulled open his djelwb 
to show us the trousers one of his sisters liad made. He 
wore a little white knitted skull-cap, which had been 
made by another sister. 

When we rose to go, he asked us for his pay. 

Now you will agree that it is a shock to find that one 
whom 50U thought had been your friend for the aft«- 
noon suddenly reveals a mercenary motive for his f“^°r 
ship. And the shock is the greater when your friend had 
been so gentle and charming, displaying a degree o 
culture that you do not find m the ordmaiv Arab youtn 
of the streets. Yet here was the charming Abkadar askmg 
for money. The truth is that you cannot trust the young 
Arab of the towns not to have been bitten by the passion 
for acting as a guide. , 

He wanted twenty francs. We pointed out to hi 
that It was not usual for money to pass between fnen 
m this way. He answered mournfully, sayiog this 
indeed sad, but it would be sadder still if he should no 
be able to go on with his studies because we would n 
pay him his due. 
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We deaded to give him fvis francs, but because he 
has disappointed us -we -will play with a htde first 
We point out that we did not engage a guide Abka- 
dar‘s eyes open wide and he says that, «nce he guided us, 
he must be a guide, how could we think he was doing 
anything but be a guide ^ 

Anyway, we say, if we pay him, it will be the end of 
our fnendslup, which cannot survive money payments 
He rolls his head mournfully Fnendship, he says, is 
a preaous thmg, but francs are necessary for hfe, and how 
can there be fnendslup without life ? Without the twenty 
francs that were his % right, he intimated in a fine flow 
of language, he would surely soon be starving, his studies 
would end, his sisters would sit sad eyed and haggard in 
their home and his mother would spend her daysweepmg 
for their fading beauty and health, for she would know 
that they could net er lure husbands , they would surely 
die and his mother would go every Fndaytothecemetety 
to sit by their graves Oh, the tragedy m the eyes of 
Abkadar, oh, the despairing droop of nis young shoulders, 
oh, the miseries to come, the bitter shame and sorrow 
because we would not give him those tu’enty francs 
Only when we burst into laughter did he know he 
had won The sorrow fell from him hke a cloak and he 
glowed with renewed friendship as he took the money 
He would be out friend for ever, he said, he woufd 
remember us in Ins prayers 

“ Don’t forget your comtmssion on the tea,” the 
^int unnecessarily reminded him , for every Arab in 
the aties of Morocco takes his ten per cent on anything 
he induces you to buy in shop or caf6 

Abkadar looked wistfully at the empty glasses 
“ It IS no more than thirty centimes,” he said, and, bnght- 
emng, added, You have a long walk and need much re- 
freshment,wilyounothavesomcmorcteabcforeyougo?” 
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As the shoulders began to droop once more we parted. 
When we turned at the cafe gateway, Abkadar was sitting 
cross-legged m the circle of card-players, our twenty 
francs m his hand, his suffering sisters, if they existed, 
forgotten . . . 

It IS twilight when we pass through the Grand Socco 
on our way to the Villa de France. Many of the market 
people still sat hke shrouded ghosts on the ground beside 
unsold wares, lighting them with pieces of candle and oil 
flares. The exating vibration of a multitude of drums 
fills the air, for the snake-charmers and the story-tellers 
and the conjurers liave arrived, each sitting with his circle 
of audience in the dim light. Higher up the hill, in an 
enclosure which is the charcoal mart, hooded figmes 
«ouch before candles in improvised tents of sacking 
in which they w'lU spend the night. A camel carrying half 
a haystack on its back strides slowly past us, contcmptu- 
OU8W aloof. In the fondouk at the bottom of our hotel 
garden there is a hoarse grumbling of camels gone to 
their rest and the occasional braying of an ass. An old 
blind Arab who sits all day on the steps leading up to the 
paradise garden has nodded to sleep. 

We «&ie to-night m a long, cool hall of white and 
crimson, served by silent-treacung Arabs in voluminous 
black trousers and red fezes And when later we go out 
to the flower-scented terrace and look down on the town, 
white under the moon, there is no sound but the faint 
grumblmg of camels and the distant rapid throbbing of a 
single dmm. Tunk-a-/ff/7/6-a-tunk-/iffl!;^ tunk-a-/«««*a- 



CHAlniER 3 

TtUs of trouhltsotnt aivtstrs — journey throng paradise — 
trmortes of Rat suit the Bandit — the Lot e line ss of Rabat 
— Lyaut^'s acbinement 


Thete comes a maming uhen we begin to plan for 
the journey across Morocco to the south , and at once 
our difficulties begin Perhaps they are not so much 
difficulties as artx&nal barriers which everybody raises 
when we express an intention to undertake something 
which others hate not espencnced 

Now from the number and variety of the warmngs 
tie received against carrying out the journey on which 
■'R e had set ourlieafts, we might have b«n a pair of Marco 
Polos starting on an adventure &om which there could 
be no return 

It began with the travel agency on whom we called 
in search of bus routes The expen looked at us oddly 
for a moment and said that of course we knew there was 
an outbreak of a certain dangerous epidemic in one of 
the places we proposed to visit ^ He would not advise 
us to go by MS, because further south we should be 
travelling alone with the natives, a thmg which was not 
done by Europeans He advis^ a private car, which 
uould prevent our conung into contact with possible 
danger 

We thanked him and asked for the bus connections 
He could not gi> e us them beyond a certain pomt, after 
which, be thought, they did not run In certam of the 
obscure villages there would be nowhere for us to suy 
Moreover, to cross one tcmtoiy we should have to go 
first to Marrakesh and obtam a permit from the military 
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No doubt he did his best, but he u'as not helpful W e 
discovered later that his information was wrong in every 
particular he was at least a year out of date 

Others also warned us of the innumerable annoyances 
and perils we should face At the British consulate, a 
lovely white Moorish villa in a garden of jasmine and 
lilies and geraniums, we had other warnings , and as we 
walked up the road, having obtained our visas to cross 
the war zone of Spanish Morocco, one of the Consul s 
young men ran out after u$ to add still another warning 
Then we were told by others that we must take a 
medicmc chest and a supply of tinned food and plenty of 
insect powder and a weapon of some kmd for defensive 
purposes , practically no luggage because we should be 
robbed, lots of heavy dothes because we should be cold, 
only light clothes because we should be burnt up, sun 
helmets because we were sure to get sunstroke, an escort 
when we passed bc> ond the Grana Atlas mountains until 
the Spirit gently asked one distressing informant if it 
would not be as well to take also a pair of coffins so that 
we could be sure of decent bunal 

Now we have wandered m many odd places w the 
world, and we know that the stories of penis and dis 
comforts told beforehand by those who have ne^er 
experienced them are invariably inaccurate These fore 

bodets are bkc the man who knows Government ^secrets 

because he has a nephew whose fiancee’s mother’s cook 
has a sister whose young man serves Dowmng Street 
with milk The} relate distorted stories of isolated 
incidents told by others who have heard them from 
somebody else They hear of a man bemg bitten by an 
adder m some remote part of Morocco, and soon they 
infest a hundred square miles of territory with cobras 
So we pay no heed to these Edgar Allen Poc story 
tellers, these Dickensian Fat Boy terrorists We continue 
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wjtb our plans Only m one particular do we gire uay 
wc decide to cross the Spanish Zone to the French 
territory by tram instead of bus For si e found there 
was truth m the stones we heard of this region Spanish 
Morocco is on a war footmg, young men of Franco per 
suasion are arrogant with newly won power, buses are 
held up and searched at any tune and in any place, and 
many a traveller has lost his money and possessions 
Buses are vulnerable , but trains, car^mg armed guards 
and gendarmerie, are free from mterference 

& at SCI en o’clock on a sunny morning « c trundle 
down the hiU to the railway staaon m our old friend the 
barouche with the white aumng We ha\c one small 
handcase with a change of underdothes, the painting bov, 
and of course, ‘ 'The Body ’ When the camaec draws up 
at the small bare stauon by the blue bav of Tangier, a 
rabble of Arab youths surround if, and before we have 
stopped one of them has whipped out ‘ The Body ’ and 
IS makmg towards the stauon 

A shriii cry and a vehement order from the Spirit 
arrest him and he explains in %oluble French that he is a 
porter w ho wants to carry our luggage and doesn’t w ish 
that we should miss the tram The Spirit msists again so 
vehemently upon his leaving ‘ The Body ’ alone that she 
draws upon the unfortunate corpse the curiosity of other 
Arabs, who begm to be convinced that there must f>e 
something \ery queer indeed about this queer looking 
object A negro boy gives it a surrepuuous poke with his 
bare foot and hedges away from it group of clamor 
ous would be porters make way as I swing it towards 
them , they perhaps fear that its contact might catty a 
curse 

And now we arc in the train, bound for Rabat, the 
seat of French Government of Morocco, on the other 
side of the Spanish zone It is a small and unobtrusive 
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tram, with an old fashioned type of steam engine and four 
coaches, first, second, third and fourth dass This last is 
for the poorer Arabs, who may travel at a fare of about 
SIX miles for a penny, m a coach resembhng a covered 
l'^gg2ge van with mdows A few benches line the sides, 
and when these are occupied the travellers sit cross legged 
on the floor, which is no hardship for an Arab When the 
tram starts, only two white cloaRcd figures sit swaymg m 
the bare wooden coach , but before we have travelled ten 
miles It IS crowded From its windows one or two women 
in white, veiled to the e) es, gaxe out like nuns at a passmg 
world of beauty in which they may not reveal whatever 
charms their faces possess We find it amusing to spccu 
late on these hidden faces and try to imagine from the 
qualities of the eyes what the rest of the face may be like 
Sometimes, in the eyes of women who stand veiled at 
the stations mto which we jerkily datter, we see a lovcli 
ness that makes us want to risk assassmation by pulling 
down the veil And we meditate on this strange custom, 
born of one man’s jealousy of his fourteen wives For it 
was Mahomet’s jealousy thirteen hundred years ago which 
causes these women to hide their beauty today The 
ancient tribes of Arabia had no thought of concealmg the 
beauty of their wives untd the agemg Prophet, pemaps 
growmg less sure of his pouers to charm, decreed that 
his own women should modestly conceal their faces w hen 
they went abroad m Medina so that other men should not 
be tempted The fashionable people of J.Iedina of that 
Umc were hke fashionable people of every age they 
hked to mutate the highest m the land So the women 
copied the wi\ es of Mahomet the leader, and the lesser 
people mutated the fashionable until the whole of Arabian 
womanhood hid its face from pubhc gaze The Prophet 
made no rdigious decree about the \ eilmg of women , 
he created a fashion whidi has become part of a religion 
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They make lovely pictures of mystery, tliesc veiled 
women in white, as th^ stand on the station platforms 
Their background could not have been better chosen 
If you ■would visualise a Moroccan railway station, you 
must dissociate your thoughts from the grim, drab struc- 
tures of bnck and iron, glass roofs and grime to which we 
m the north are accustomed Each stauon here is a para- 
dise At either side of the Lne a low btuit, snow w hite 
building, flat roofed in Moorish style, half hides itself 
beneath exuberant cascades of purple bourgainviDca On 
the platforms y ou may stand m the shadeof trees laden with 
acaaa festoons, or gaze enchanted on the crimson bios 
soms of the hibiscus, while the perfume of jasmine comes 
to you through the tram w indow s Aciois the w luteness 
of the stauon building is painted in vivid blue the name 
of the vilbge, and every name is an enchantment Karia 
ben Aouda, Souk el Aroa da Rbarb, Oued Fouant, Ksar 
i\rboaus each tells you something of its special charac- 
ter A Jksar IS a village, cmJ means a river, a mk is a 
market, and Atba is Wednesdav 

The train passes through fiat lands painted nurplc 
and rose and yellow with flouen Someumes a field of 
ox-eyed daisies extends as far as the eye can see, carrying 
your gaze over to the mountains of the Riff that 
crouch still and blue in the distance rVn expanse of 
poppies bums red for miles in the sun Camels graze w 
ncids yellow with birdsfoot trefoil, where storks pcrcli 
mcditativ cl> and large w hue cow birds rest on the back of 
black cattle An vkrab walks on earth of burnt sienna 
behind a crude w ooden plough of the kind that Abraham 
loicw , pulled by aslow cameWhose disdain for all around 
him surpasses anythiiy that could be expressed by ihc 
most contemptuous of human beings 

We have a long wait at the frontier of the Tangier 
zone w here Spanish Morocco begins There is a g^t 
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to do With passports and stampings and questionings as to 
our destination Beside the station runs the road where 
the frontier barrier, a pole that is lifted when traffic has 
to pass, IS guarded by two Franco sentries 

Here for the first time we ha\ e travelling companions 
— a Spanish father and mother of ample proportions 
with their daughter, a girl of perhaps eighteen, who has 
large lustrous dark eyes and Spanish-black hair With 
them they brmg an atmosphere of cheerful fnendlmess 
The} have no luggage, for they are not travelling far 
They have none of the aloofness of the colomal French, 
whom we were later to find so uninterested in everything 
except themselves , and soon we are well on with a fiv e- 
sided conversation Because we are strangers and guests, 
they arc soliatious for our comfort They observe that 
the Spirit IS feeling the heat, so to shield her the daughter 
pulls down the bhnds The Spirit thanks her and as an 
exchange of courtesy tells the mother what lovely eyes 
her daughter has The mother beams and the daughter 
smiles and says. Ah, but the senora’s hair, so lovely, so 
rare, and leans forward to caress it So then the father 
and I exchange cigarettes and the mother presendy brings 
from a capacious bag some sandwiches and fruit and a 
bottle of wine and insists that we share their meal Thus 
a happy hour passes until our Spanish friends alight at 
Arcila with much handshaking and bon voyages and a 
promise from us that we will call on them if ever we stay 
m their town 

It was an invitation wc would like to accept, for Arcila 
was the home of the great bandit Raisuli, whose palace 
still stands on a cliff by the sea He had it built by novel 
methods Under penalty of death if they failed, every man 
living within fifty miles or so of Arcila was compelled to 
bring twenty mud bricks and incorporate them m the 
rising walls By the time the palace was fimshed more 
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than five thousand men had assisted in its building Here 
Raisuh kept his hoard of gold, won by robbery, the 
ransom of captives and political chicanery 

This Raisuh, strange mixture of cruelt> and culture, 
who was bom a poor Berber, won for himself a college 
educauon and returned to his native country a brigand, 
was once in the runnmg for the Suhamte of Morocco 
He was of the stuff of which many a past Sultan was made 
He held at bay the armies of and by his actions 
overthrew governments He raided a house m T^gier 
and walked off with a ccrtam Mr Perdicarus of the Umted 
States This brought American batt!«hips into the Bay 
of Tangier mth an mstraction from ’nieodotc Rooscvdt 
to “ get Perdicanis alive or Raisuli dead Yet Raisull 
Kcapid with a ransom of £14.000, laughmg « *= ^8^ 
of battleships He spent seven years m heavy ctain^im 
the dungeons of Mogador and emerged to wm for hm 
self the Governorship of Tangier from the man ^I^o had 
imprisoned him Hb plaved off Europein governmentt 
on! against the other If the wild blood 
had not conouered quahucs of mind u hich those who 
knew him say touchect he might Im ® 

ficentl) instead of m tlie rapmOT of t"s «val Abd el 

foe Mounkins. ^ they railed Ltsub, b“ 

Roman, Then “-^^fcSn^iSrSiSid' td Teft 
Item “e Soors, ,eoV’ 

“"'Tlfmm takes us now along the coast of the blue 
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Atlantic, and away to the landward arc the fields of colour 
and the storks Sometimes ue clatter past an Arab village 
of small round huts, their walls of pale yellow mud, 
their roofs cones of blue-grey straw, rising above a pro- 
tective compound of giant cacti in yellow flower. Storks 
nerch on the peaks of many of these cones, stating solcrnn- 
!y at our passing train and oblivious of anv human activi- 
ties below them : for the stork is a sacred oird and has no 
fear of man He bnngs honour to the house on whidi 
he chooses to nest ; if lie should desert it, there arc evil 
things m store for those who Ii\c beneath. 

^on we lu% c passed Alcazarquivir, tow n of fourteen 
thousand Moslems, Jews and Spaniards, which in turn 
through the centuries has been Carthaginian, Greek imd 
Koman Its Arabian name is III Ksar cl Kebir, which 
means the Village that is Big : one regrets that the 
Spaniards should ha\ c substituted so mucli less attractisc 
a designation. From here we go far inland again, until 
we change trams at VctH|ean, lunch at the station while 
we wait, and start off once more towards the coast, this 
time b) swift ciccuic tram . 

Since we lost our Spanish friends we base traNcIlcu 
alone. But at Port L) autev, modem French town built ro 
longer ago tlun y t j and named after the great admini** 
irator w nom the French have to thank for their successful 
colonisation of .Morocco, w c luve a new companion. I le 
is oidcntly a caid, local gosemor of the Moors. 
rolx^xl m white, with white mushn over his djcllab and a 
rrupnif cent w hue turban 'ITic sire of a Moor's turban is 
an indicaiion of his importance. Pcr.c'rating brown eje* 
of a shrew d olren cr Jtxik from the pale brow n face mu • 
scnetahlc Iry a grr, beard lie has an air of one arcu’* 
fnmcrl to command Two retainers, one a young rcgn\ 
iuprn''icnd hn departure *rhe)‘ dcpf»sit !i.s ^ 

twT> cipentne looting modern suitcases in an adjo.n.eg 
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compartfijent, where one remains to guard it The negro 
•who remains behind leans forward to kiss his master’s 
shoulder before the tram departs We greet the caid with 
a “ good day,” w hich he returns courteously , but our 
hopes of fiifther discouKC ate disappointed He sits back 
•with great dtgmty in his comer, produces from the 
voluminous folds of his dofhes a magnificently bound 
volume of the Koran, and reads for the remainder of the 
journey His lips move continuously and never once docs 
he raise his eyes nor make any movement except to turn a 
page Thus he remains for an hour or mote until we enter 
Rabat, some eight hours after leaving Tangier 
a 

The loveliness of Rabat begins w Jth the railway station 
and ends only when you r^tetfully leave the city behind 
you The tram runs m and halts between two walls of a 
deep channel cut m red rock, on which exotic creepers 
hang theif cascades of blossom Two wide stone stair 
cases curve up from the pair of platforms, leading to a 
great white stone hall whose founh side, facing a street 
where the sunlight dazzled the eyes, consists of 
wmdows fourteen feet high, set in black wrought iron 
work on either side of wrought iion-and glass doors of 
palatial dimensions Around the sides of the hall Arabs 
and Berbers m djellabs of white, mauve and yellow sit 
cross legged against the walls, waitmg with the impertur- 
bable pauence of the Onent for a tram that may come m 
an hour, or three hours, or to-morrow — it matters little 
to the Oriental mind Arab travellers will arrive soon 
after dawn to catch a tram that leaves at midday One old 
woman sittmg here as we pass has a cheap alarm dock on 
the floor at her side , she is fast asleep and her yashmak 
has immodestly fallen from her face, exposing her aged 
mouth, but she puts her trost in the clock and knows 
she •will not miss her tram 
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AJgearas had given France the right to build a harbour 
for trading at Casablanca, further down the coast But 
the tnbes revolted , they wanted no Christian incursion 
They massacred the Jews, according to custom, and 
hemmed m the French at Oisablanca The trouble spread 
when Mulay Hafid, hrothex of the weak Sultan Abd c] 
A212, revolted in Marrakesh and claimed the throne Abd 
el Aziz appealed for help, and here was Lyautey’s chance 
He offered Aziz aid m return for an extension of 
French mfluence He guaranteed to protect Morocco’s 
frontiers, to control the ports and reorganise the army 
Abd el Aziz had no choice but to acc«)t But it was not 
imtil 1012 that France received a full protective treaty, 

f ranted by Mulay Hahd, successor to the brother tv ho 
ad been deposed by his people for selling his country to 
the French Matechal Lyautey became Resident General, 
established his headquarters at Rabat and planned this 
city to house his Government 

In the twelve 5 ears of his enlightened dictatorship he 
created order out of chaos among the wainng tribes 
Year after year he penetrated mto new territory and, 
having conquered if, won its fnendsbip “ Respect con- 
sciences, flatter interests,” was his motto He respeaed 
tnbal laws and customs and created markets for native 
goods and produce Whenever he penetrated into new, 
unconqueted territory, he erected a hospital at which his 
opponents could receive free treatment for wounds and 
illness — and return to the tribe when they w ere w ell to 
fight him again Yet it was not until 1934, after his death, 
t6at the final conquest was made, w hen the savage Berber 
tribes of the Grand Atlas mountains in the south were 
brought mto subjection after a hard and pcnlous cam 
pajgn 

And now we are walking among the white palaces up 
the hill towards the Residency that was L) autey s creation 
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I-ofty date palms dreaming m the sun shade the wide 
avenues, exotic trees droop their mau\ c blossoms as you 
pass along the pavements Between the palaces and the 
pa\ ements grow hedges of blue verbena, crimson hibiscus 
and purple bour^n\ lUca Eucalv’ptus trees shed their 
white blossoms in gardens Tlic headquarters of Posts 
and Telegraphs of Morocco has a white tower rising 
from a buildmg half buned in purple blossom 

These buildings of the Go\ ernment he on one side of 
an avenue that climbs towards the Rcsidcncj , and they 
ate linked by a white stone pergola w hereon Kow s wis 
teria and clematis Tot a quarter of a mile this pergola 
mounts the hiU, so that you may pass under its protection 
from the Department of Rivers and Forests to the Home 
Office, from the Foreign Office to the Bureau of 
Affairs Can you imagine, asks the Spirit, our Ministers 
in Whitehall passmg from their offices to a Cabinet Meet 
ing at Dow rung Street under a pergola of flowers ? 

Through a white courtyard a iSauavc in voluminous 
red trousers and blue tunic led me to Monsieur Simoneau 
He IS in charge of the propaganda and press for the 
Government He sits m an office tliat loo!« out upon a 
flowery garden He is a young man, dark haired, with a 
quiet restful voice and a gentle manner Over a agarette 
we settle down to a talk. He smiles as I repeat the stories 
we have been told of the horrors of the south 

“ All those thmgs are past,” he says “ You will find 
It a most mterestmg )oumcy — and you can go all tn® 
way to the Sahara by bus, if you do not mind a little 
rough travelling ” 

Before we part he has offered us Government passes 
that will take us anywhere by bus, mtioductions that vc 
may use on our way, and an invitation to attend the 
Sultan’s great Kte of Mouloud, the birthday of Mahomet, 
if we return to Rabat by a certam date This aty of white 
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palaces and flowers is one of the four Imperial Cities of 
the old Moroccan Empire, and on the Feast of Mouloud 
drau^ to itsdf all the taids and thali&s of the county to 
swear fealty and bring gifts to the Sultan We should do 
well not to miss this cuebiation, says M Simoneau 
We agree to return from the Sahara in time for the 
feast, say au revoir to M Simoneau beneath the Govern- 
ment pergola and wander down the hill m the cool of 
cvenmg to search for a meal 

Now there arc many things to tell of Rabat and its 
ancient gloncs, but 1 shall reserve them until we return 
for the Sultan’s party 
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Chapter 4 

Tells of a jomney by has — bortse of the Swallows ^ tbf 
playful ways of Ismail the Sadist — City of the Monster 
— Strange Entertainment — Sorcerers and Glass Cbewers 
— The Fire Eaters take nourishment 


When an artist is so inspired by beauty that she must 
rise at six a m to paint before she catches a biK at one 
p m , you may be sure there are going to be difncmties 
At seven thirty ami had packed the Spirit with her 
stool, easle and paintbox into a white canopied barouche 
and seen her clatter off in state behind two norscs for tn 
Garden of the Oudaias down by the Oued Bou Regr®S> 
the River that Shines Here she was to spend 
at work, returning by twelve fifteen pm to eat before w 
started for the Imperial city of Mckncs ninety miles on 
At ten min utes to one the sun burned upon a soUta^ 
European figure that was myself, standing with a 
on the pavement outside the hotel Round about t 
sohtary figure, who from time to time pawed the gro 
impatiently as he searched the vistas of the streets in v 
for some sign of the Spirit, a rabble of Arab boys pestcre 
hke flies, each determined to carry the suitcase 
And presently round a distant corner she 
scurrying like a trottmg pony Behind her 


negro tey struggles 


ong V 

box The allegiance of Ui^ “‘■'•“"“Tr'ili 1 Knv 

divided Some run off to intercept the small ^ 

and wrest the easle from his incompetent hands, w 
upon ensues a fight which I prevent only by iy 

curses and “ im^s ” to the consternation of an ei j 
French lady emerging from the hotel 
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“ Afy watch stopped^ I oouJdn’t Sad a carnage^ the 
picture’s ruined have -ue missed it ? ” pants the Spirit 
“ We have five mmutcs,” I tell her “ Come on ” 
So With fout Arab bo}s, having come into their own 
at last, carrymg each a piece of luggage, and the retnamdcr 
expressing then chagrin at defeat by domg their best to 
impede the successful ones, we set off down the Avenue 
Dar el Maghzcn, whidi means the Avenue of the House 
of the Government, to the bus depot 

It lies at the bottom of the new tosra, on a broad 
avenue facing the rose-coloured walls of the old city 
Here gather the buses that ply to and from all parts of 
North Morocco They are none of jour tw«>-decker 
monsters, but of the charabanc tj pc Some are modcrate- 
1> comfortable though less spacious than those to which 
we arc accustomed at home Others arc windosvless and 
make no pretence of concealing the fact that they have 
seen their best days 

Some are crouded with Arabs stiathed in white, 
Berbers in striped djellabs , others with a less colourful 
cargo of French men and uomen, with here and there 
the khaki and coloured braids of a military uniform. On 
top goes luggage of an infinite variety, ranging from 
elaborate blue and jellow suitcases to human beings and 
amtmls From one bus bound for Casablanca a sheep 
peers oscr a bag of com, bleating piteouslj down at us 
as though for help On a second an unfortunate fowl, 
tied by its legs to the rail, eves the \% otld below w ith the 
resentful gaze of one wjtn whom gross libcrucs arc 
being taken 

\Vc book our places at the bureau m the yard, while 
the bus is held up for us and the tra\cllcrs within inspect 
our rabble of Arab attendants w ith their odd looking 
baggage * The Bodi ’ rcccncs a susniaous poke from 
the conductor as it is unmrcmontousfj slung on top of 
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the bus I drop a handful of small change among the 
attendants, whereupon another fight ensues as ^e 
scramble mto our seats We exchange a smile and a 
glance of satisfaction, for at last the vision of the grape 
fruit has b^n to be realised 

“ Our first bus Sahara wards,” I say to the Spirit 
“ Such a mce bus, too,” she says “ Isn’t it fun 1 ” 
And now we settle down, hungry but happy, to in 
spect our fellow tra\ellers There is but one Arab, a 
magnificent bearded man who keeps the hood of his 
mauve burnous over his head m spite of the heat Tlie 
rest are men and women in the dark drab clothes that 
civilisation imposes on us Thcj arc not commumcatne 
or fncndlj, these French colonials Thcj display no 
interest m each other or ourselves, but sit w tapped in a 
self-centred world of their own In all the new French 
towTis of Morocco wc find them the same the women 
bored, suspiaous and unfriendly, with hard faces m 
which you w ill often see mucli that is spiteful and avan 
Clous , the men indifferent and unresponsive to any 
friendly w ord or gesture Now w'c arc two people who 
laugh a good deal and can find enjoyment in lire at us 
worst as well as at its best , and already we ha\c found 
that our attitude is resented by the French here it draws 
upon us many an unfriendly stare Yet among the Arabs 
who arc the conquered people, our freedom from care 
and readiness to smile is shared, as though wc arc more 
akin m spirit with them than with their conquerors 
Our DUS speeds out of Rabat at a good forty miles 
an hour on a perfea road, and soon wc are across tlic 
Rivet that Shines, passing through a flat country of an 
unsurpassed fertiliC) bellow cornfields npple ui me 
brccae, root crops grow to a gigantic size, oh%c tr«s 
twist thcmsciscs into fantastic shapes by the roadside 
Somctuncs wc pass a village of mud walled, straw -core 
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roofed huts, which look so picturesque outside with 
theit stork guests perched on them but are so gloomy 
with poverty within 

Presently we round a bend in the road and approach 
something that appears to be a verj smoky botifire by 
the roadside A great spiral of blaii smoke ris^ from 
some flammg mass Around it at a safe distance, squatting 
in a circle, sit a score of Arab workers from the fields 
At first we think we are about to witness some strange 
sacrificial etc, and the Spirit asks the driver if this is so 
“ No, it’s only a car,” be says “ They mi/l rian into 
frees on this road after a little ram ” 

Hovering round the flaming car is its owner, helpless 
m face of the fierce flames The Arab audience has dearly 
settled down to enjoy the spectade as an exciting diver- 
sion m the placidity of their lives They ate prgiared to 
wait there For the' rest of the day, so long as the cat 
contmues to bom Our bus skirts the flames Without 
stoppmg and yieeds on, leavmc the owner of the hoofire 
CO whatever fete might bcfiiir him Ac the village of 
Khemmiset, a place ot wlutc European bungalows beside 
a straw toofea encampment, we pause to ddivec mail 
and I am almost left behind in taking a stroll through the 
garden of an inn Soon we pass among the green fertile 
hills and yellow rocks into the city of Meknes 

We pass the anaent aty and travel on a mile to the 
new town, very white and dean and modem, reminding 
us of a chromium plated snack bar There are several 
bright, polished looking caf& on the mam street, their 
chairs of sted and red leather , and neat the yard which 
IS the bus depot we find a smdl white hotel which js no 
more than a double fronted house behmd a garden where 
Idles and oleanders grow 

As we enter the white tiled hall there is a flutter of 
w mgs and a rush of air past our faces, as half a dozen 

if 
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blue backed swallows fly in and out Round the roof of 
the hall, some ten feet above, they have their mud nests 
plastered in the angle of wall and ceiling All day they 
flash in and out, rcedmg the young birds whose shrill 
demands are incessant till evening The proprietor is an 
elderly Frenchman ho tells us that the swallows come 
back every summer to their nests and bring luck to the 
house He gives us a couple of white rooms with tiled 
floor for the equivalent of half a crown a daj , and we 
are well pleased 


Now before w e set out to explore this ancient Moor 
ish city I want to give you a picture of the man who 
created it in its present form He was that same Sultan 
Moulay Ismail who drove the English out of Tangier in 
1684 They say he was a man short in stature, of tremcn 
dous vinlity, almost black — for his mother was a negfo 
slave — with fierce bright eyes and an aquiline nose 
I^was one of the world’s most enthusiastic builders 
When he dcaded to make Meknes lus capital, he pulled 
down most of the old town that stood here among the 
Zerhoun hills and determined to create another Versailles, 
which he had never seen He went on building all his 
reign of fifty five years He even started to erect forty 
foot high walls for 300 miles from Meknes to Marrakesh 
to make a Royal highway for himself His builders w ere 
some 30,000 slaves in chains, captured by the Barbary 
pirates from the coasts of Devon and Cornwall, France 
and Spam 

Ismail was a great warrior, treacherous, sensual, and 
CMdcntly not averse from feminine charms, for he had 
poo ladies who were wives and 3,000 who were not, 
which 3 ou will agree makes Solomon in all his glory 
look almost a misogjnist He had these ladies flogged 
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if they failed to please him, who took a pomegranate 
from his garden without permission was put to 
death There was also an English wife who could not 
appreciate the advanta^ 

sof to make her see thelght. he haj hei feet m od 

Although he had more than 800 sons, it ^ 

believed in birth control, because most of his daughtgs 
were sUangled at birth, often with his own hands He 
attended personally to aU the domesne aiTatrs of to 
householtf though you would thmk that imong so ma y 
lad“es he would We been able to find at least one good 

''"“loSay'isma.l had other hobbies besides budding, 
mariiage Li strangling to daughters 
killing people for the fun of it. and to keep P”'? ' 

with f pVand sword Somepmes he wimld b=g^ Je 


With soeat and sword oonicunics nw © 

d ;:&orn.ng prayers by ndmg out and speaimg^ 

deW slaves v holad «P & bi” 


dozen slaves w ho liaa oeen imcu 

he leapt into to saddle he would ?,1 ok“s 

cut off the head of the letatner who held the horse s 

bridle And when he made ““J* g.'” SiK off 

objections to unorthodox bmlding Veads of men 

women and children to bra n^dc a bridge of 

cue tha^e “““t ‘”“°S,ePwlth ropes to enable him 
human bodies jus dogwith flesh which 

to cross a river He li ^ ^jjg appetites of his 

he cut from a jjVerc always satisfied with 

menagenc “f '“iB an^ge ^ 

revou"Xh fS, IsiS cut off to right hand and foot. 
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wept bitterljr when the youth died, prayed for his sms, 
and built him a beautiful mausoleum There is much 
more I could tell you of this incredible man, but I think 
this will be enough to justify the comment of an American 
to whom later I told somethmg of Ismail’s life He said 
he guessed the guy must have been one of these here 
sadists Towhichtheonlyanswerseemstobe Yousaidit 
In one respect only can I find tint Ismail resembled 
the English he v as Lind to animals and had a passion 
for horses, of which he kept 4,000, each with its own 
personal groom and slave m attendance When out own 
King Charles the Second gave Ismail three fine horses, 
the Sultan sent back a message that it was customary for 
horses to be in pairs, so woiud be kindly send him the 
fourth to match I have bwn assured that his demand is 
still in the archives of Whitehall 

With the stor) of Moulay Ismail in our minds we walk 
the mile from the new town towards the fantastic aty 
on the hill Soon we are m the shadow of the vast ochre 
coloured walls that tower jo feet around the Imperial 
City We emerge into the Place cl Hedime, the great 
open square You may guess what a spectacle it was when 
I tell you that the Spirit almost wept because she had not 
brought her pamtmg apparatus She wanted to sit there 
and then to transfer to her canvas some of the fantastic 
life and colour that surged around us 

The great open space amid the walls is thronged with 
a diversity of humanity, with small tents and stalls, with 
negroes m rags. Moors m spotless white, Berbers m 
striped djellabs, Sudanese from the far south, \eiled 
women There arc faces jet black, faces brown and fierce, 
pale parchment coloured &ces that mark the aristocrmc 
Moot There is a surge of life and a babel of talk m this 
sunny square, where life has gone on unchanged since 
the days when Ismail held sway 
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Wc are hailed by a water seller, a tall negro mth a 
cheerful gtin, who walks among the croud |angllng lus 
brass bell His water, drawn from one of the ban 
tarns, IS m a goatskm bag slung under his arm He wears 
white shorts and a red tumc wluch is adorned with many 
shining siher ornaments and coins , mo dazzhng y 
polished cups dangle in front of him He holds one ^ 
them out at arms length, presses the bag with his eltow 
and with unerring aim syphons into *= cup “ 
ice-cold water, for which he charges » “ 

fatthmg We do not dtml. for safety s sake, b" 
to pose for a photograph , whereupon he makes a pM 
display of his skill. sqiUng a jet into his o^n mout^ 
into the mouth of an acquaintance six . 

into the ear of a passing Arab boy. f *51 S 
raise a gust of merriment among the by 
water s^er is proud of his sureness jy-.j 

polished cups and red tunic Vtc 
fa the towiis of ^^orocco. uandwmg m the ^ 

through the streets, ringing their bells as a runt inai 
nobody need go thirsty . j . 

A ihite robed sna% charmer siting m^e du« c^s 

out to US, eager to perform for a -mrket’of tents 
pass mto thf labyrinthine wwys “f 'read 

where a thousand and one mdcis , vceetables 

on cloths on the ground There ar 

and meat, expanses of h'jtsS^ccs, cinnamon 

making, white cones of sugar, her ^ 

and lavender and rose arcmc 

which fierce-eyed Babers who^daims to cute 

Then there is the ailments 

not only your bodily aS bearded be sits 

He drives out evil spints Ju^cd an 

“ m smStaVs“Cn“ffin.u.nmdc ofolhcr 
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strange objects — hares’feet^ horns and pelts of ammals, 
snake skins, pieces of bark, rats’ skulls — all of which he 
uses to charm away your ills An eagle chamed by the 
leg sits beside him, to heighten the dramatic effects of his 
performances 

A young Berber crouches beside the doctor, taking a 
cure He opens his hand to receive a small quantity of 
green pouder, and uhile the doctor sprinkles it into his 
palm he murmurs an mcamation Then he takes up a 
bone and rubs on the young man’s forehead, still mutter 
ing some magical formula For this cure the young man 
pays him a few centimes and goes off satisfied 

A small Arab boy with a gentle ingenuous face at 
tached himself to us and trots at our side, murmuring 
little explanations of evciythmg m which we take interest 
lake all the children ana young people in Morocco, he 
speaks fiuent though ungrammatical French , it is onlv 
the %ery old men, who ucre set m their ways before the 
French occupation, whose talk is confined to their own 
language 

We pass now to the Bab cl Mansur, the great gate\vay 
that opens into the Imperial Citj And here we begin to 
feel the influence of Moulay Ismail, with this first impres- 
sion of his stupendous building projects For this is not 
so much a gate as a cathedral Its massive carved bastions 
and Moorish arcIiM'ays arc supported b) marble columns 
taken from the Roman atj of Volubilis, relic of Rome s 
African Enmire of more than z ooo years ago, vhosc 
nuns lie a feu miles a'way Its interior is so immense 
that some joo people can find shelter Blind beggars in 
rags crouch against the walls m the twilight of me 
interior, chanting their monotonous pleas for alms fof 
the love of Allah Hands strctcli out of the dimness and 
clutch in appeal at our feet and legs as we pass througn 
to the sunlight beyond 


6o 
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And here, m the Irnpeml City itself, Moulay Ismail 
envelops and overpowers us His vast v-alls impnson us 
For miles they tower beside the wide dusty roads, forming 
rose tmted corridors through which a surge of nati\e Iite 
incessantly passes But much of their original magruh 
cence is lost, for they were built too speedily for permm 
encc , like many of th^alaces of this fantastic ruler, they 
are fallin g mto decay There are crumbling holes m them, 
which the Spirit suggests were the tombs of the unmppy 
slaves whom Ismail built into these vast structures It is a 
grim thought to realise that these walls in places are Imcd 
with skeletons, many of them the remains of tragic tng 
lishmen who fell mto the hands of the Monster of Mekncs 
Our small Arab attachment, who tells us his name is 
Moktar, pomts to a high, plam building with * 
atch^ doorway and a pomted roof of tiles, and 
aue in his voice says “ La tombe de Moulay 
It seems that even to this day the Bloody Sultan s 
stnkes fear to the descendants of his subjects We 
permitted to enter the sacred budding .^ut we peer 
through the arched doorsi ay into an outer cham , 

floons of earth and whose walls, like all things in i 
are fading to decay The tomb of the tjrant is noomblc 
to the curious eyes of Unbelievers It is a P ^ 

5 ou can tell from the green tiles of the arc 

given onl) to tombs and mosques , for gre 

colour of the turban of Mahomet 

Through another great gatc^y m a 
dot of road and walls -ntrance 

avastcarvcddoorvvay inthcwall Buthcrca^ 

is forbidden black sentries stand 

for a while by the road at the f<wt the 

and meditate on Moulay .tnessed 

sccncsofmagmficcnccandtctror tlut once leveed 

m this great cotndor of a road Moktar s o 
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strange objects — hares’ feet, horns and pelts of animals, 
snake skins, pieces of bark, rats’skuUs — all of which he 
uses to charm away your ills. An eagle chained by the 
leg sits beside him, to heighten the dramatic effects of his 
performances 

A young Berber crouches beside the doaor, taking a 
cure. He opens his hand to receive a small quantity of 
green po^vder, and while the doctor sprmkles it into his 

E alm he murmurs an incantation Then he takes up a 
one and rubs on the young man’s forehead, still mutter- 
mg some magical formula For this cure the young man 
pays him a few centimes and goes off satisfied 

A small Arab boy with a gentle ingenuous face at- 
tached himself to us and trots at our side, murmuring 
little explanations of everything m which we take interest. 
Like all the children and young people in Morocco, he 
speaks fluent though ungrammaticd French ; it is omy 
the very old men, who were set m their ways before the 
French occupation, whose talk is confined to their own 
linkage. 

AVe pass now to the Bab cl Mansur, the great gateway 
that opens into the Imperial City. And here we begin to 
feel the influence of Moulay Ismail, with this first imprcs* 
Sion of his stupendous building projects. For this is not 
so much a gate as a cathedral. Its massive carved bastions 
and Moorish archways arc supported by marble columns 
taken from the Roman at)' of VolubiUs, rchc of Rome s 
African Enmire of more than a,ooo years ago, whose 
ruins he a few miles away. Its interior is so immciuc 
that some jeo people can find shelter. Blind beggars 
rags crouch against the walls m the twilight of tnc 
intcnor, chanting their monotonous picas for alms to 
the Io\ c of Allah. Hands stretch out of the dimness an 
clutch in appeal at our feet and legs as we pass througn 
to the sunlight beyond. 


Co 
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drown a few people in its waters for the fun of w atching 
their last struggles If a wife on board displeased Inm, he 
dropped her overboard Tlie lake has no beauty now , it 
IS no more than a large muddy pond with broken banks 
Moktar says you must not come here at mght, because an 
t\ il djinn haunts the place The negro says it once chased 
him for many kilometres 1 ask them what this particular 
d]ino IS hke, but neither can tell, they know only that it is 
a very ternble djmn 

We are out of the city now, on the edge of the 
country, and the roads ate deserted except for a pair of 
laden camels moving slowly towards us m charge of an 
Arab We are urea, and arc regretting that we have 
several miles to walk on the return )oumcy 

“ I wish to heaven wc could ride, ’ said the Spirit, 
slipping off a shoe and tendetl> caressing her toes 

Now I do not know whether a caress to ones toes has 
the effect, sitnibr to the rubbing of a magic lamp, ot 
propiuatmg the genii that has pou cr to make one s wishes 
come true But at that same moment there w as a clatter oi 
hoofs, and a ricketty barouche dn> en by an ancient Arab, 

came round a distant comet on its way to the cit> 

We climbed m after I had given Moktar and his negro 
a few francs each, and the carnage lud started when our 
attention was drawn by a scuffle and a cry from behind 
Wc looked round and saw little xMokiar engaged in what 
seemed to be mortal combat with the negro 

“Volcur, >olcur,*’ cned Moktar. "he tnes to steal 

thr Spim was out of 'h' 

outing the thick black negro head u ith the handle of my 
suck ^Tbe owncrof the head cned out in a loud so cc and 
fled Moktar summered his thanks, his shy c) cs glow in^, 

“ fortte!” said the Spint, “ yoa shall ride bach w ith 
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beside us, his chin m his hand, Matching us with his 
shy e)cs and listening to our incomprehensible talk 
M ith a little smile I Ic is unlike most of the Arab boys 
uho liaunt the ernes he does not pester, but is content 
to trot beside us when we walk, to sit with us as long as 
w e care to sit, and to answ cr any questions w e ask 
\Vlien we rise to return Moktar murmurs “ Vous 
\oudrai \oir les autruches ? ” 

“ Ostriches ? ” the Spirit exclaims in surprise 
" Where arc the ostriches^ ” 

He leads us along the interminable road to the end of 
the w alls, through a gate and along the edge of a field to 
an enclosure among trees Here a dozen oAhe ridiculous 
birds strut about in a desultory manner, staring down at 
us with protuberant goggle eyes Moktar gurgles with 
laughter as he watches the slow, rhythmic plod of their 
great feet 

“ Comme un chamcau," he said, which was an 
excellent simile 

We arc loined by a negro boy who seemed to be je^ 
ous of Moktar’s friendship with us , perhaps, too, he 
wants to share m any poutboirc that may be dispensed 
later He suMlements Moktar’s comments with scraps or 
information from lus own store The pair of them wai 
on either side of us as we continue our wandering 
Presently we come to a blank faced, pale rose 
coloured building which proves to be one or the store 
houses for Ismail's gram It is doorless now, so we 
and find ourselves m the darkness of a vast cavern 
or tw o dimly seen greyish figures stir m the gloom ' 
exit humedly Moktar says the place is used now oy 
homeless wanderers who have no place to hve , 

Ahead of us is the lake of Sa^idj Souaru, w hich Ismau 
built for his pleasure Sometimes he sailed on it u* , 
luxurious boat with his women, sometimes he wouia 

6 
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drown a few people in its waters for the fun of watching 
their last struggles If a wife on board displeased him, e 
dropped her overboard The lake has no beauty now , it 
IS no more than a large muddy pond with broken banks 
Moktar says you must not come here at night, becaiwe 
evil dimn haunts the place The negro says it once c se 
him for many kilometres I ask them what this 
djinn IS like, but neither can tell, they know only t a 
a very terrible djinn . , 

We arc out of the city now, on the edge 
country, and the toads arc deserted except for * P 
laden camels movmg slowly towards us in arg 
Arab We are Uref. and arc regretting that we have 
several miles to walk on the return loi^ey 

•■I wish to heaven we could ride.” sa^d the Sprat, 
slipping off a shoe and tenderly caressing h 

kow I do not know whether a carets to °n« toe Ms 
the effect, sttmlar to the rubbing of a f 
piopiuaung the gemi that has , clatter of 

come true But at that same moment anaent Arab, 
hoofs, and a ncketty barouche dii\cn by 
came round a distant corner on its j Qccro 

We climbed m after I had given gur 

a few francs each, and the carnage h behind 

attenuon was dravi’n by a .-r^Mgcd in what 

Wc looked round and saw little Moktar CTgg 
seemed to be mortal combat to steal 

“ Volcur, voleur,” cned Moktar, 
my francs ” ^ ,1,- arriai’C, bcUb- 

™ ^r* to ” snd the Sprat. “ >ou tol nde brek u„h 
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us ril ha\c none of this highway robbery, not c%cn m 
Ismail’s city ” 

I think Moktar w as the proudest small boy in Mcknes 
that evening, as he rolled back to town m the scat oppo- 
site ourselves He said he had never ridden before in a 
carnage with a w hue sun awning When we came back 
to the crowded places he leaned well forward, seeking to 
show himself to any acquaintances w ho might pass 
when w c put him down near the Dab cl Mansour he stow 
watching until we disappeared round an angle of the 
great wall 


There is a muffled throbbing of many drums this 
evening in the great open space beside the Bab cl Mansour 
just inside the walls of the Impcnal City They have an 
insistence that draws us itrcsistibh and an urgency tWt 
speeds our steps Theit rapid rhythms blend in a wmojc 
of sound that perv adcs the aty and obsesses our minds so 
that we must answer their summons 

This drumming w c bear is the Call of the Entertainer, 
for It is the feast day of one of Islam’s many local sain 
and the crow ds hav c come to tow n to celebrate w ith song 
and story, dance and music We pass with the multiw 
through the great gatew ay into tlie open space wliic 
the theatre of Mcknes , and at once w e arc 
whirlpool of coloured humanity Audiences stand an 
around a v ariety of entertainers m groups large , 
.L the artists Beside 


according to the drawing power of the artists — - . 

' t who beats a drum, , 


each entertamer is an assistant v 


j Dcais u . 

IS no more than a large pottery vase with a skin 
across in place of a pottery base The drummer nol 
instrument under his arm and beats alternately witn ^ 


instrument under ms arm and Dears aitcnidicij 

and finger tips, calling to the multitude to -nt 

miracles his master is to perform Each has a . 


miraaes ms master is to penorm i-at-it ^ 

rhythm, each beats out a variation of the eternal 


64 



BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 

tunk-a tunk tunk -which all o\er Africa has its meaning for 
those who can understand 

In this place of entertammeot there is a ) 0 ) ous sat-ag 
ery which well suits the atjr of Moulay Ismail In the 
variegated crowds are faces wild dark and cnicl^m the 
far south, with gleaming cj es avid for cxatcment "picre are 
negroid faces tv ith aqimme noses and fierce ej es that 
us wonder if they may not be descendants of some ot the 
many sons of Ismail There are cripples pleading plain 
lively for alms, and four blind men m rags each with 
a hand on the other’s shoulder^assing slowly through 
the throng chantmg prayers Three veiled women 
in a group singing a plamtaive Arab song And o% 

the persuasive of the drums, speeding t ep * 

“"ZlJlhcs'nTd'cL™. H,s long b.ac. ha,. ^ 

Medusa like from lyellow turban round his dark face, his 

eyes glitter nildly, his moaemenrs are spectac^arh dra 

i4tic The rapt crowd squats and 

Icavmgacircle of earth for his sugc A 

monotonously beats the drum, while the . t, u,, 

elaborate preparations by running his hands 

hair, declaiming in a loud, rapid toice a 

before a smaU covered barrel He is ^."f 

interest, pilmg up the curiosity » ^ . ti. Jjiows 

.he cheipjaek salBhun of our English “ 

sscU how to hold the artenuon while he awaits a larger 

“"‘^^Sd^hena.Iastheu.icosc.s.hcbaxreUn^^ 

tainment begms, he stdl ttwst keep up 
the snakes give him little ,„?’|S'ed ,nah« 

black cobras seem to be very ““ “ tetcT He 

they would so a 

"c^r.Tia^kes”^!: of rheS bite on his arm. 
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drawing blood , tlien with many dramatic preparations 
he thrusts tbe sinister black head into his mouth, his face 
grimacing horribly Tlie siuke emerges flickering its 
forked tongue , the cliarmer works lumself into a frenzy 
as he throws the reptile around his bodv , the crowd 
applauds Only the snake was imimptesscd by his daring 
Despite his frenz} , the charmer has not failed to ob- 
serve our presence, for ue arc the only Europeans in this 
tempestuous crowd He nses now and comes to us, his 
snakes hanging round his neck, flickering their tongues 
The Spirit shrinks back, but he takes her hand and bends 
over It, rubbing it with an end of his long shaggy hair 
“ Porte bonheur,” he cried “ Porte bonheur” 

It costs me a franc, that piece of good luck 
We turn aside to another entertainer, feeling a httle 
sorry for him because he has an audience of only fo^* 
small boys He is a veiy old, wJure bearded man, and be 
twangs a battered two string lute as he dances lumbenngly 
ona pile of broken glass with his naked feet Yet he seefflS 
not to su^er from this odd method of entertainment, 
perhaps because his feet arc leathered through barefoot 
walking on burning sands Sometimes he makes a quaver 
mg pipmg sound that is intended to be a song 

Next to him, with a larger audience, is an aged man 
chewmg glass He fills his mouth full of small pieces and 
goes through an elaborate and cxcruaatmg pantomime 
of eatmg and en)oymg it , and presently he snoots it out 
in httle glittering showers on to a cloth spread 
ground The crowd tosses a few centimes into the cloth 
and passes on , 

And here arc four mournful half negroes from the 
south, sittmg in a circle in the yellow dust, swaying to 
wards each other and back again as they chant a mono 
tooous shrill wailmg song of one Ime, endlessly 
One beats a pottery drum, another twangs a guenbri, th 
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small Moroccan three stringed mandolin carved from a 
tree’s bough They seem to have doped themselves with 
the mcessance of their shon song, for their eyes are glazed 
and unseemg, and the sway of their bodies is like the 
mo\ ement of tired men who arc falling asleep 

And now from alargergroup emerges the small figure 
of Moktar, smiling a shy greeting and makmg a way for 
us to enter the arde The eyes of this crowd arc concen 
trated on a tall bearded Arab in white, who stands dedaim 


like some prophet of old, so great is his dignity, so im 
pressive his manner In the East the story teller is still the 
mam source of the people’s entertainment He is to the 
Arab what the novel and the film are to the European 
for those who cannot read must yet have their romances 
This tdlct of tales is ell vened in the dramatic, he is an 
actor as wcD as an orator With gestures sometimes slow 
and deliberate, sometimes wild and abandoned, he tells 


some strange fantasy in flowing, flowery Arabic, while 
the crowd stands rapt m the convolutions of hjs tale 
Their mouths gape open and the eyes in their broum and 
black faces teaa to every gesture sometimes wide and 
shining M ith ctatement, then turning sombre as the tale 
takes a new turn, and again gleaming as some humour 
draws rbeir full Aroated laughter They wander from 
city to aty, these story tellers, from far south to the 
noith,givingtheirancientromanccstothepeople Some 
times tell tales that were first told by Scheherazade m 
the Arabian Nights , or dse they speak of the saints and 
their miracles, or of the heroic adventures of long-dead 
sultans 


We ask Moktar what is this romance we arc now hear 


mg but cannot understand, and he gives us an outline of it 
It is a simple talc, with a moral that fosters the Islamic 
subjection of women There was a certain rich man who 
had a very lovely wife , so lovely was she that when she 
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emerged into the garden of her husband the sun \ciJcd 
himself and the jasmine flowers dosed because they were 
ashamed of their uglmess Now this w ife appears to ha\ e 
been a bit of a termagant who traded on her beauty 
\Vhene^ cr her husband went a journey she instructed him 
to buy her this and that — n robe of silk, a caftan of cold 
and silver and rare jew els , and so uvonous was the fellow 
that he obey ed her e^ cr> w him \ ct she w'as never satis 
fled, but alw'ays w anted more , until at last the husband 
had so little money that he was no longer able to defend 
his lands, and an enemy came and fought him and took all 
his possessions, giving the beautiful wife to his vizier for 
a sra\c 

Then the unluppy husband was brought before the 
conqueror, w ho heard his talc and spoke thus “ Gl^ c 
him a caftan of finest silk and place a a cil o\ cr his face and 
put hun in my harem Only a w oman can obey a w oman, 
so that this creature is no man , he will look well m my 
harem ” 

The croud are delighted with the tale They laugh 
gleefully at the fate of the rich man, considering it to be 
well-deserved , for they know that no true follower of 
the Prophet could suffer dictation by a woman 

Through the crowds we reach the sorcerer, an aged 
black man sittmg in a charmed arde drawn m the dust 
Within the circles are some old carthem botdes which 
Moktar says are love philtres and charms A \ eiled woman 
sits before the man, tellmg him her troubles m a low 
voice from beneath her yashmak Moktar strays near to 
listen, then tells us that the woman’s husband has taken 
to himself another and younger w ife and that she fears to 
lose his love 

The old sorcerer produces a stub of red chalk, writes 
some mystic symbols on a scrap of paper, and passes it to 
her with a muttered incantation Stie slips it beneath her 
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■white robes and steals unobtrusively away to be lost in the 
crowd, perhaps with new hope in a heart that was heavy 
with woe ... r . 

And now we arc drawn by a clamour oi hoarse cries, 
towards which Moktar homes us, his eyes big with 
excitement. 

“ Ils mangent Ic feu,’ he sajs- C est temble. 

Here in the greatest crowd of all are five wild, half- 
naked men, lashing themselves into a frenzy as they 
gyrate round a fire on the ground Tlicy arc the fire-eaters 
of the Aissaoua, fanatic^ followers of a religious sect 
founded by Sidi Mahomed ben Aissa, saint of Mcknes 
whose tomb lies in another part of the aty. '^eir long 
liair sign of the dervisli, the mysuc and the holy men, 
flows Uhmd them as they circle the fire, drawing from it 
flaming torches which they thrust into their howling 
mouths and beat upon their naked chests. Suddenly one 
of the dervishes, clothed onl) m a lom-cloth, hurls him- 
self down beside the fire and roUs over it and back again ; 
leans up calling wildly on Allah and his saim^ seizes 
anithci toich from the fire and tot! u upon his back as 
he rvhitls round again in rhe circle Tlic wild ihrk faces 
of the crowd vv atcfi w ith a hotnd fascimilion in their m-cs. 
Sometimes one of them, earned away by the 
sclf breaks into a wild cry of CMUtation. Moknr himself 
is pantmg with cacilement, tremblmg noth some 'cstatic 
Lotion which we cannot fed because the ramds and the 
w n s of the fanatical nast arc beyond our undeislanding. . 

Vresendy, when we ate mosmg through another pan 

of this pla« of cntcrta'mment, we fed these fire-eaters 
resting ^idc the towenng wall. Tlic firazy has g^c 

f ^ no^- thes- arc calm and >et)' friendly. The 

from "to now thq lie beside 

a Tall traunt Dctbcc. w bo a w bile before had been 
:'SLt h^l= -""'““hetoUcd in fire, tentatively 
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hands one for her inspection There is no madness 
in his face now, only a gentle almost shy expression , 
about all these five men we discern a calmness of spirit, as 
though the savagery had been burnt out of them The 
torch IS a bar of wood bound tightly round at one end 
with paper dipped in tallow The fire eater speaks somc- 
thmg mcomprehcnsive to the Spirit m a Berber dialect 
we do not understand, and Ins voice is no more than a 
hoarse whisper it seems that his art had almost depnved 
him of the power of speech 

“ Ask him if It IS painful, this eating of fire,” the Spmt 
tells Moktar, uho puts the question to the performer 
The fire-eater snakes his head and with a samtly smile 
answers at some length 

" He says it is not painful,” says Moktar ” He say s 
the saints protect him from foe, and that Allah the AH 
Merciful gives ium power to do what other men maf 
not do ” 

Thereupon the fire cater turned to one of his con 
fcercs who had tolled naked on the flames and xmcovtfcd 
the man’s back The Spirit exammed him with cate, but 
found no sign of bums We wonder by what strange 
trickery a man is able to roll on fire and come to no hami , 
for we arc no believers m the power of dead saints to 
protect Iivmg flesh from the elements 

Then the fare cater produces a box of matches and lights 
the tallowed end of his torch He waves it in the air ana 
for our speaal benefit thrusts it into his mouth, putting 
out the flames Happily he docs not agam go into a 

“ No wonder the poor man has laryngitis,” said the 
Spmt, as I give the gentle creature a franc 

Moktar tells us there arc to be some strong goings-on 
at the Bab Berdayne, one of the gates on the side of trie 
aty Near here lies the tomb of Aissa, where the passion 
of the Aissaoua reaches its clunax 
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As we approach we hear strange wild cries and wail- 
ings, and presently we come upon a sight that might have 
been inspired by bloodthirsty Moulay Ismail himself 
A crowd of wildly dancing men are surgmg down 
towards the saint’s tomb, preceded by several horsemefi 
Some are m rags, some in bright colours, some half naked 
They dance with the frenzy of fanatics, uhirlmg like 
dervishes, dartmg forward and backward Blood streams 
from self mflicted wounds on their faces and bodies 
Some of them clasp thorny branches to themselves, 
tcarmg their flesh One dark madman with streammg 
hair daps the flat pads of a pnckly cactus to his chest, 
throws himself roLlmg on the ground m his ecstacy, 
to that the yellow dust mingles with his b'ood into a 
CTunson paste which plasters him unul he is scarcely 
tecognisaole Thus the crowd of fanatics pass on totv aids 
the tomb to worship 

We escape from the impnsonmg crowd and seek a 

S uet place beside the wall where we can avoid the dust- 
oud which these whirling holy men have raised 
Now It may be some trick of the imagination, but it 
seems to me that in the twihght 1 detect a peculiar expres- 
sion m the Spirit’s eyes 

“ We’d better find some food,” I said 
She nods 

“ After that,” she says tensely, ” 1 want a bloody 
steak and some red wme ” 

I fear the spirit of Moulay Ismail is entermg mto her 
Perhaps we sh^ need the scrvios of the sorcerer after all 
4 

The fanatiasm of Mcknes produces a reaction v hich 
impds us to seek less bloodthirsty entertainment The 
underdone steak which appeased the Spirit’s hunger 
seemed also to have exorased the djtrm which I feared 
was taking possession of her , and m the morning she 
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was prepared for adventure of a more peaceful kind. She 
had enjoyed, she said, a surfeit of blood and fire, but 
suggested now the advisability of an archaeological ex- 
cursion, since one cannot get blood from stones. It was 
agreed, then, that we should set off to explore the ruins of 
Volubdis, chief town of Mauretania Tingitania, which 
was the African Empire of ancient Rome. 

It lies some twenty miles from Meknes and can be 
reached only by car. So at ten o’clock the universal pro- 
vider who IS our host at the House of the Swallows brings 
to Ins door a taxicab which will take us not only to Volu- 
bihs but to Moulay Idris, the holy citj', for fifty fran«. 

The day is sunny but cold, for Meknes stands high 
among the fertile bills. Soon wc are out among them, 
passing over roads that run like smooth switchbacks 
throuM cultivated fields and olive groves which already 
give the country an Italian air. Sometimes wc pass a 
Berber or two, driving a burdened donkey or working on 
the land ; sometimes the inevitable camel looks up dis- 
disdainfully from his browsing. There is peace here amid 
the solitude of the Zethoun hills, through which once the 
Roman legions marched on their way to new conquests. 

We stop at a small white house and arc met by three 
or four shy Berber children who offer bunches of flowers 
for anything we like to give in exchange. There is really 
no need to buy, for all around us now grow masses of 
deep blue anchusia, to be had for the plucking ; but the 
Spirit can never resist the charm of a floral greeting, so 
we buy wlule we are being greeted by a young Berber, 
who acts as guide to tbc long-dead city. 

Over muddy tracks where once Roman chariots drove 
we chmb to the hill of VolubiUs, wandering through 
streets that are silent now except for the sighmg of the 
■wind in the grass and the strft voice of the young Berbe^ 
who in fluent French tells us the secrets of this long-dead 
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aty It has not the completeness of Po^^peji or 
Herculaneum, but possesses most of the attnbute$ that we 
have found in er\ ety Roman at> we have vjsited There is 
for example, the House of the Dog, as m Pompeu^ though 
here the dog is a metai one, housed no^v m the smalt 
museum near the entrance Our young Berber shows us 
the vestiges of the forum uith its broken pillars he 
leads us o\et fine mosaic floors mto stone win^ presses 
v ith their channels that earned away the grape juice to 
the ■vats of the wme seller He is proud of the relics of the 
drainage system, stone channels that run under the ground, 
and of the rich man’s house uath us central heatmg system 
and bathmg pool , but he tactfully ignores the very phal 
he symbols carved over the dooru'ay, fearmg perhaps to 
embarrass us 

He takes pride too in inteipreting the meaning of the 
mosaics and explaining how the great trmmpl^ arch 
which dominates the city was built in 117 a d yo com 
memowttr nhr nctvnift' of 

As m all such relics of dead empires, there is a brood 
mg mdancholy in Volubihs, where once some sixteen 
thousand Romans loved and sorrott ed and hoped B^ore 
them on this spot were the (ittfaagimans , after them the 
Vandals, slaying and destroying, and as a final blovi to 
the once prosperous acy came Woulay Ismail tearing 
down Its marble columns to build his gates and palaces 
Now It IS given o\ cr to the winds and the raiij , and 
lizards flash among its baths and wme presses like streaks 
of emerald lightning , and wandering travellers like our 
selves eat sandwiches and drmk red wine under tb^ brok 
en arch that tells of Caracaila’s triumphs, so worthy of 
commemoration then, so unimportant now 

We say Hrev ell to our Berber guide, after asking 
how much he wants for his services He shrugs aud says 
u hatev cr we will, so I give him ten francs, knowing n 15 
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excessive Yet when a man mists to one’s conscience, he 
impels one to be generous , onl) when he haggles and 
argues docs he rouse one’s instinct to be mean 

Soon V. e arc sw itchbacking again over the mountain 
roads, arcling and climbing until we come in sight of 
Moulay Idris, a white town mounting to the spur of a 
green hill It is the oldest Moslem city in Morocco 
Until a few years ago no unbeliever was permitted to 
tread Its holy ground Even to da} only the faithful may 
own ptopert) or live within us walls , and us inhabitants 
pay no taxes to the State 

It was here tliat Mouh) Idris founded the first Arab 
dynast} m Morocco when he fled from his enemies He 
was a descendant of Fatima, daughter of Mahomet The 
eighth century found him m Volubihs, preaching the 
faith to the Berber tribes who then inhabited that relic of 
the might of Rome He became their ruler and founded 
for them tlus city on the mountain, where now his saintly 
body lies under a green roofed tomb so boly that only the 
Sultan may enter the presence 

A final twist m themountamtoad brings us through an 
arched gateway in the town wall into an open space anud 
Moorish shops and houses, where w c ali^t The Spirit 
irreverently remarks tlut if cleanliness is next to godliness, 
Allah must be a long w’ay from Moulay Idris rhcrc has 
been a shower of ram, and we squelch through deep 
yellow mud that sucks at our heels like quicksand, a\ oid 
mg small heaps of garbage which have b«n throwm from 
shops and houses “You would think," says she,“ that they 
might make the approach to the holiest spot in all Moroc 
CO a little less unpleasant " 

Guided by a young man m a dirty djellab and greasy 
fez, we cross the open space to a passage that leads to the 
tomb It is lined with small shops where men pester us to 
buy holy candles and other tdics at exorbitant prices 
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Half way along the passage our u*ay is barred by a massive 
wooden turnpike, beyond which as Chrisuans we must 
not pass So we stand and gaze at the entrance to the 
white-wahcd, green tiled building at the end, watching 
Moors enter to pray with that sense of frustration we 
alwajs feel when excluded from something which others 
are permitted to enjoy 

Inside the door of the tomb is a great alms chest into 
which the Faithful deposit gifts whidi go to the descend 
ants of the holy Idns There ate many of them m this aty , 
our guide tells us that the) make much money, very much 
money As descendants of the Prophet through Idns 
they arc holy men, ranking as Shanfs It is a good thing 
in Morocco to be able to claim so exalted a p^grec, for 
you need then have no anxiety about earning a bring 
A Sbanf will never w ant for sustenance or shelter Doubt- 
less that is one reason why there are so many Shanfs m 
the country , though I have told that the pedigrees 
of many would not bear e\CQ a superficial mvesticauon 

Wc buy for two francs a ten-ccotirae candle while our 
guide tells us how bad arc the times now in Moulay Idns 
There is no great pilgrimage this year, because everybody 
is so poor and cannot afford to come He is gratefiil for 
the three francs I give him, and doses the car door on us 
wnth a fine flourish and a farcudi wave of his hand And 
as we swing out into the winding road for the descent, 
the Spirit sums up her impressions of the day 

“ Volubilis is lovely and tragic,” she says, “ but Mou- 
lay Idns IS too consciously and undeanly holy for me 
Let’s get back to the city of blood and fire ” 

That night we dined m a small and friendly French 
restaurant which wc found m one of the side streets of 
Ivleknes The ertme St Gtrmmn was good , the omelette 
aux fin berbts was excellent ; the roast fowl was tender 
ftiough a little burnt , the oranges and figs the best that 
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Morocco produces, u hicb means that they ere very ^ood 
indeed Wme was strong, unlimited and free , it is as 
plentiful m this country as in France, and they make no 
charge for it at meals From the wineshops we can buy a 
good bottle of rou^t, rost or blanc for three francs, or four- 
pence halfpenn) It is a pleasure to drink if only for the 
fasanation of its labels My favourite here is Beni Amcr, 
which takes its name from the viJlagc where it is made a 
few miles from Mcknes Then there is good strong red 
Meknassi, golden or rose Sidi Latbi, and a positively 
head reeling Beni Snassen for sik or seven francs the 
bottle 

Our meal cost four shillings and sixpence for the two , 
and we went to bed that night well fortified for the next 
stage of the journc) by bus 
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TtHs of ibe Vallty of Ntgbfatgiles — City of Secrets — The 
Trap of the Sbarif — Faitatiasm — School for Hatred — 
Floaery Invitation — Hassan pt^s a call — A Feast mth 
Youssef ben Tt^tb — Lsne Song — Vices and Sorceries — 
The House of the DancingPerverts — Card Gams in Arcadj 


Our bus for Fez, the next stopping place m our 
loiimcy, left at two o’clock in the afternoon , so that we 
had a morning to spare for wandering m Mcknes The 
Spirit was up at six o’clock, and at eight was keeping an 
appointment with Moktar at the shop of his father Mok 
tat had promised to sit foe his portrait To day was to be 
a great event m his life 

The small shop, where the elderly solemn parent sat 
sewing amid an assortment of silks and satins and braids 
for the adornment of feminine beauty, stood m the 
shadow of a mosoue m the mdina, the native town 
Moktar was eager for hjs new experience, but his father 
was not whole ncatted in his approval You must know 
that the creation of graven images, whether in stone or m 
portraiture, was forbidden by Mahomet and is contrary 
to the strict mtctprctation of the laws of Islam Mahomet’s 
decree served its purpose, which was to discourage the 
worship of a multitude of gods and confine it to the one 
true God , but it checked the development of pictorial 
art among Moslems, so that the Arab genius for ever 
afterwards has expressed itself in architecture instead 
of in paint To many of the simpler floors there is danger 
in this reproduction of the human form , it brings ill luck 
to the sutiject of the portrait and places him in the power 
of the painter, u ho henceforth may be able to inflia evil 
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upon him When you try to photograph an Arab, the 
chances are that he will turn aside, or conceal his face, 
or grow angry, as did an old man on whom my camera 
was directed in the tow n Or he w ill raise the togers of 
one hand between y ou and himself to ward off the erd eye 

But Mokt-ir cares for none of these superstitions He 
pleads with his father, and at last the old man assents, 
allowing Moktat to sit cross legged among the silks and 
girdles while the Spirit goes about this magic business of 
pamting him 

Soon the narrow alley of a street in which she sits is 
impassable because of the crowd that gathers Arabs and 
\cilcd women stand around her ten deep, watching every 
stroke of the brush The sight of these bright colours 
emerging from their tubes delights them At each squeeze 
of a new tube they wait breathlessly until they see the 
bright colour, then exhale their breath in bttlc " ah h hs ” 
of satisfaction Moktat is inordinately proud of himself , 
for the first time m his life he is the centre of a crowd’s 
interest He is a perfea model, for de^ite his youth he 
has all the resignation and calm of the Oriental 

When the picture is finished he comes back w ith us to 
the House of the Swallows and insists on carrying ‘The 
Body ’ to the bus He sees to it that we are comfortable , 
and as we glide away his eyes test longmgly on the case 
that contains the magic coloured representation of him 
self 

Tlie journey of forty miles is uneventful Our fellow 
passengers are the usual French colonials, with a sprmk 
Img of uniformed officers and soldiers and a few Moors 
The country through which we pass vanes little from that 
which arcles Meknes Withm two hours we are in the 
new French town of Fez, bright and polished and dazzling 
like all French Moroccan creations 

We had been recommended to an hotel on the edge of 
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tlie anaent native aty of Fez, but -when we inquire the 
way at the bus depot we find we are a good two miles 
from It So we hire the ubimitous barouche with its two 
decrepit horses and ragged Arab driver He takes us 
clattering and rambling round dusty roads beside high 
walls, up hills and through valleys, until we are deposited 
on a hillside beside a white house whose wide b:ucomes 
hang over a valley that shines stiver-green with olive 
groves in the settmg sun 

An Arab boy takes our luggage, a business like 
Frenchwoman shows us rooms, and in ten minutes we 
are sitting on our balcony over a cup of tea And when 
the sunlight has left the valley and the crimson clouds 
beyond me darkening hills are fading to pale gold, the 
song of a nightingale rises from below Like a sudden 
paean for the anaent glories of Fez it comes to us out of 
the silence Soon it is answered by the song of another 
nightingale from a tree not twenty yards away , and bj 
the time night has fallen a dozen, a score ate smging m the 
valley, sending up a symphony uhose ecstasy seems to 
draw the stats earthu'atd to listen We sit enchanted, 
unable to tear ourselves away from this Valley of the 
Nightmgalcs , and when at last we go down to the 
barren restaurant and comment on this loveliness to 
madame, she shrugs indiflcrendy and says “ Ah, oui, 
e’est toutjouts comme ca,” as she continues to write out 
the menu 

z 

We have an introduction to a ccitam caid, or tnbal 
ruler, m this aty of Fez, and before wc set out to explore 
m the morning wc send him by negro messenger a letter 
which informs him of our amval In the meantime we 
deadc to see as much of Fez as wc can, so that when we 
meet w e shall not be entirely ignorant of his city 

But we have undertaken a task greater than we realise 
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This ancient citj created eleven hundred jears ago by 
Moulay Idris the Second, son of the founder of the first 
dynasty, is the largest and most complicated m Morocco 
At first we tialk interminably on the white road that 
circles it, between high blank yellow w alls, to the accom- 
paniment of the pestilential cliotter of three Arab youths 
who have attached themselves to us, determined to act as 
guides Presently wc come to a small door in the wall, 
pass through, and in a moment we arc sv. allowed up, lost, 
in Fez the Mysterious, the teeming, exotic city that hides 
Itself from the sun It is ns though we had stepped sud 
denly from reality into some inntasy of the days of 
Haroun nl Raschid 

Wc are in a labyrinth of alleys where men mote 
mysteriously m twilight amid the po^ erty and dirt and 
gorgeous trappings or the East , alleys lined with cavern 
ous shops m which men sit silently at work at their arts 
and crafts, surrounded by the brilliant coloured wares of 
Morocco Above, the streets are roofed with a lattice of 
canes into which rushes are woven, so that the sunlight 
comes through m fine narrow bars which mal^e strange 
flickering mysteries of the people who pass below AH 
sound is subdued, all bright light is withheld, so that a 
strangely sinister air pervades the city On and on the 
narrow dim streets wind and cross, sometimes emerging 
into wider spaces where fountains, exquisitely tiled, spasn 
cascades at which veiled women gather to ml their water 
jars , sometimes plunging into utter darkness under the 
foundations of an unseen palace, to emerge agam into a 
bazaar where laden donkeys and mules edge tlirough the 
throngs to warnmg cries of " Balek ” from their owners 
We pass a narrow doorway m a high blank wall and 
glimpse beyond some sunlit court where fountains play 
amid trees heavy with oranges and citrons and nectarines 
Or we look through an archway that gives glimpses of 

So 
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the great hall of some mdenaoccoUege, where aged men 
who have spent their lives m the study of philosophy and 
law sit beside quiet pools under walls carved with the 
exquisite lace-like traceries and fretworks of anaent 
Moorish art In this centre of learning and commerce, 
this spiritual headquarters of the Moors, there is no 
outward display of fine architecture it is hidden behind 
high walls and approached by these tortuous streets that 
teem with the poverty and colour of Africa 

V7e know u e ate lost, but v. c do not care We u’under 
on, through the Street of the Marriage Belts, where men 
sit m their open shops creating gorgeous bands of purple 
and gold and silver embroio^ for the adornment of 
brides , through rhe Street of the Shoemakers, the Souk 
of the Qockmakers, the Street of Carpenters Each trade 
is segregated and has a special region of its own , and 
each IS controlled by a mediaeval Guild such as we had m 
England m the days long past We pause at the sound of 
rushing water, and sec a stream frothing and bubbling 
throu^ the l^f light there are scores of these rivulets, 
diverted from the mam nver that runs through Fez to 
supply the fountains and gardens of the city 

\Vafchfiil eyes from the shops follow us as we Pass, 
but we arc not asked to buy There is an aloofness about 
the people of Fez which adds to the mystenousness of 
their city Tliey do not welcome strangers who are 
Christians We arc surprised, then, when vie are passmg 
through one of the souks, to receive a hearty greeting 
from a magnificent Moot who approaches with a group 
of four retamers at his heels He is cvidcndy a man of 
substance, even of importance He is splendidly robed in 
white and has a full black beard and dark shining eves 
from which his welcome glows He stops and shakes 
hands, saying wc are welcome to Fez He asks in French 
whence we came and where we are staj mg, and adds that 
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he has many English fnends Will wc do him the honour 
of visiting his house and signing his guest book, in which 
we may find the names of many of his friends ^ His man- 
ner is so courteous, his eagerness to be friendly so marked, 
that we cannot but accMt He tells us his name, and we 
note that he is a Shani Wc ate actually speaking to a 
descendant of the Prophet We feel that this is indeed a 
wortli-wlule encounter 

The Sharif turns to one of his retainers to mstruct 
him, then tells us “ My servant v. ill take you to my 
house and you will have refreshment I ask pardon that 
I cannot join j ou now, for I am upon a mission , but we 
sliall meet again when you are refreshed ” 

With a graceful gesture he passed on, while we fol- 
lowed his servant, a slim young Moor 

“ The Shanf is a distinguished man in Fez ? ’* the 
Spint asks him 

“ He IS one of the great men of Fei,” the youth 
replies " He is rich and owns many palaces and many 
wives Madame shall visit his harem if she wishes 
We come soon to a doorway and pass through into a 
great Moorish courtyard, tiled in purple and white It is 
open to the sky on one side , on the other are divans and 
small low carved tables of cedarwood A wide marble 
stair climbs to the rooms above There is a delicate per 
fume of jasmine in the air 

We sit on a divan, and while the retainer orders mint 
tea and almond pastries to be set before us, we study the 
famous guest book There are mdeed many names, some 
of them appended to flattering remarks on the hospitality 
of the Sharif it is evident tfot these people have 
ciated his fnendlmess There arc snapshots of the Shanf 
sittmg m his court with Europeans, standing at his door 
receiving them It is very evident that the Sharif is one 
of the hospitable men of Fez 
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When we are refreshed, the retainer asks the Spirit if 
she would care to visit the harem He calls out in a loud 
voice, and a negrcss dressed in crimson and white emerges 
from nowhere and escorts her the staircase I remain 
behind, for it is not permitted that men shall invade the 
sanctity of the women’s quarters The retainer sits on the 
tiled floor, dreamily tv anging a lute while I dawdle over 
my tnmt tea, enioymg the peace and lovelmcss of this 
court A white dove nutters down to dnnk at a fountain 
which splashes from a blue tiled recess in the wall 
When the Spirit rcrurns she is a little dis^pointcd 
“ Not a very exatmg harem,” she says “ Two elderly 
and rather sullen women sitting on cushions doing cm 
broidery The negress says the other ladies of the fcirem 
are away at one of his other palaces " 

The retainer puts down his lute 
“ The Shanf v ishes that you shall meet him again at 
lus other house,” he says “ It is ve^ wonderful, and full 
of tus spendid treasures It is not far, now that you are 
refreshed ” 

He is such a gentle, soft spoken retainer that we feel 
we would follow him anywhere He ta! es us again 
through the labyrinthine streets, where the halt and the 
maimed and the blind sit crying for alms m the dust beside 
the secretive doorways of maersat and hidden mosques 
Presently we ate ushered through a narrow doorway 
And beyond that doorway the truth comes to us 
Disillusionment falls upon us 

Disillusionment, and the Shanf, and three retainers 
“ Good heavens, it’s a ramp,” exclaims the Spint 
We are in a shop, and the Shanf's splendid treasures 
are indeed all around us From floor to ceiling of the 
small room they are piled Moonsh leather goods of 
every kind and shape , handbags, purses, bookmarks, 
pouffe covers and a multitude of other goods, all factory 
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made and of the poorest material. On the wall a notice in 
Frencit states that this is the only shop m Fez where prices 
are honestly and clearly marked on the goods, so that 
there need be no argument. i\nd what prices they arc ! 

The Sharif is courteous as ever, but there is a new 
firmness about him, a determination and a powerful per- 
suasiveness As he presses upon us this and that article 
marked at an exorbitant price, he asks with the eagerness 
of one whose sole aim in life is to please w hether we have 
enjoyed his entertainment His retainers hem us in so 
that there is no escape ; and they, too, press into out 
hands his splendid treasures. A leather nag w'hich ve 
could buy dsew’here for twenty francs costs sixty here ; 
a small Arab purse worth four francs is twenty. 

Now in the past we have encountered many a subtle 
method of salesmanship, but none so cunning, so incs- 
capable as this. Wc have accepted the ShariFs hospitabty, 
we have been played to m his court and eaten his food and 
drunk his tea : now wc must pay for it. And, by Allah 
and all his saints, how wc pay ! When we attempt to 
choose the least expensive ooject which might be useful 
to xis, something at perhaps twenty-five francs, the Sharif 
takes It gently but firmly from us, throw’s it with a g^ture 
of contempt mto a rubbish heap in a comer, as being a 
paltry object not worthy of the notice of two such eminent 
visitors, and hands us somtehmg which could be no 
possible use to us but costs two hundred francs. 

He is overwhelmingly courteous, but he is inexorable. 
He know^ that by all the law^s of hospitality and of human 
nature there is no escape for us. Nor do w’e attempt to 
escape without buymg : our efforts are directed only 
towards gettmg away without bemg reduced entirely 
to beggary. 

It costs us one hundred and thirty francs, the hospi- 
tahty of this Sharif, this descendant of the Prophet 
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Mahomet And when we have been gracefully ushered 
out, and stand alone and deserted m the crowded alley, 
feeling a httle feeble and overwhelmed by this devastating 
salesmanship, we stand a moment looking at each other 
before uncontrollable laughter carries us away and brmgs 
forgiveness to the Sharif 

Later we heard more of this distinguished man He is 
the envy of many less enterprising traders m Fez Every 
guide in the city has an arrangement whereby he receives 
twenty five per cent on the putcliases of visitors whom 
he takes to see the treasures of the Sharif This is a high 
percentage with most traders the commission seldom 
rises above ten or fifteen pet cent But by using his 
hospitable home m this cunmng fashion, the Shirucan 
charge exorbitant prices and so pay a higher petcenta^ 
^ hum ensures that no innocent aoroad sliall be allowed to 
escape his friendship 

” You see how useful it is to be related to a prophet,” 
says the Spuit when ^ e have recovered from out laughter 
and wander on 

We are still lost m the maze of this aty of fantasy 
But we do not care , we trust to chance that we shall 
emerge someu here, sometime We hat e not yet learned 
that the maze of Fez is mote difficult to escape from 
than any labyrinth that Theseus knew Its chaos of 
cot ered streets and alleys and souks j never free from their 
bewildermg streams of restless, hushed humanity, creates 
too great a puzzle for the nmnitiated to solve 

We encounter no more fnendJy Shari/s , v e are 
Ignored now, and pass among a people who might not be 
aware of our existence , a serious people, pale-faced since 
they seldom feel the sun ox the strong light of day There 
IS no laughter here, no yoyous savagery as in bloody 
Meknes The citizens of sacred Fez are consaous of their 
supcxionty to the rest of mankind, dwcUmg in this 
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anaent centre of Moorish culture, they cannot forget the 
greatness of tlieir dead past 

Only once do we glimpse the fanaticism that lies 
beneath the surface of their apparent unconcern Wc 
hear the chant of many childish \ oices ^vhlch tells of the 
neatness of a Koramc school, and the way takes us to its 
arched entrance In the dim interior some thirt) small 
bo)s sit on Moorish rugs on the floor Their round dark 
heads arc shaven, like the heads of all Moorish boys, and 
from the ctov. n of each bangs a si\ inch pigtail Its pur- 
pose is to enable Allah’s bund Angel of Death to null 
them up to Paradise if thc) should oic young Each boy 
holds a copy of the Holj Book, from u hich all in unison 
chant monotonous!) and endlessly the truths that Allah 
revealed to Mahomet In thc centre of thc group sits the 
teacher, holding a long sv, itch v. ith which he gi\ es an 
occasional whack to thc head of a child whose attention 
strays from the Koran 

As wc pause at the atdicd doorway the chantingceases 
and a sudden silence falls on thc school Thirty pairs of 
C) es are turned tow atds us, not in curiosity, not in uiendh- 
ness, but in hostility Thc teacher sits hke a stone image, 
his switch idle, his eyes set upon us in a bright, expression 
less state For a full half minute it seems as though thc 
school has turned itself into a tableau for our entertain- 
ment, so immovable arc these dim figures 

Ihcn one of the bojs nearest the door lowers his 
head and spits ^ iciously at our feet It is the sign of jus 
contempt tor the unbeiieacr Another boy fofio^’s his 
example, and a third , and there is no reproof from the 
teacher 

For a moment more we gaze at each other, this school 
whose rchgion teaches intolerance and hatred, and we two 
unbehevers who would like to tell them that we respect 
any man’s religion, so long as tt brings him consolation 
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Then -we turn away Not until wc arc out of sight do ue 
hear the chant of the Koran again 

The day is waning now, we have had no food except 
mint tea and almond cakes, and we feel it is time we 
returned to our temporary home m the Valley of the 
Nightingales It is not wise to remain in Fez at night. 
Sections of the aty are enclosed by vast gates, uhich are 
shut uhen darkness falls, wc have no wish to be im- 
prisoned m the labyrinth Yet wc do not know which 
way to turn 

Candles arc being lighted now in some of the shops, 
where the traders sit cross legged reading their Korans 
now that the day’s busmess is nearly over Wc has'c to 
crouch back into doorways to make way for mules and 
asses, laden with sacks of charaaal, which move swiftly 
through the dim narrow ways, their passing nude the 
more mysterious by the complete silence of their hooves 
on the soft earth As we step into one arched doorway 
there is & shout from a passing Moor, who waves 
us away ue have almost polluted the sanctity of a 
mosque 

I think,” says the Spirit, ‘‘ we must really make an 
effort to get out t>aore ue do anything that mvolves us m 
a pogrom or whatever they have for Christians ” 

We decide to ask the first likely youth we meet to 
guide us to the Bab Bou Jcloud, which is the gate nearest 
to our hotel Yet it is hard to find idlers m this busy place, 
where everybody seems to be intent on some secretive 
affair Presently we see our youth lounging against a 
shop 

After a brief spell of bargaining he agrees to take us 
for three francs He leads for fifty yards through twists 
and turns of the streets, and lo, wc emerge at the ^tc 
Alone, wc might have wandered for hours without find- 
ing it 
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We have an invitation It is from Hadji Youssef ben 
Ta)7ib, an eminent caid of Pez, whose honourable prefix 
of “ hadji ” shows that he has made the holy pilgrimage 
to Mecca His invitation, delivered m answer to our note 
of introduction sent to him yesterday mormng, is written 
in French in a carefully cultivated handwriting but with 
the flowery diction of Arabic Later we discovered the 
reason Youssef is an elderly man who speaks French 
but has never learned to write it, so he dictated the 
invitation in Arabic to his more scholarly son, who 
translated it into French, retaining the father’s diction 
He says — 

” To the noble and dtsUngutsbed Monsmir Gordon West 
ct femme — The dajs of our hies are made happier l^our 
presence^ and there is j<^ in tlse house of Youssef ben Tajyib 
that the friends of bis fries dniU soon he sheltered bj bis roof, 
tvhteb praise be to Allah is hospitable to all v ho come from far 
places To morron after the setting of the sun Youssef ben 
ic^ib null prepare for f on a feasty and his house shall be four 
botisey and his senants four servants, for so long asfou may 
desire The son of Youssef ben Tayyib mil nait ipon fou at 
your hotel and bring f on to bis bouse ” 

We are charmed by this flowery invitation It has all 
the romantic colourful exaggeration that we would expect 
from this centre of Arab culture and magmficence When 
we have translated it into English, the Spirit sits on her 
balcony and rolls it off her tongue again and again, revel 
ling in Its cadences 

We are ready and waiting, then, for the son of Yous 
sef ben Tajryib We have no mdication of the hour of 
his calling We seek enhghtenment from madame of the 
hotel, but she cannot help She shrugs and says that these 
people have no sense of tune , it might be six o’clock or 
It might be eight They do not dine, these Moors, until 
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half past nine or ten o’clock, \ihich to her is an hour very 
fantastic. 

It IS almost eight o’clock •when a two horsed barouche 
arrives at the garden gate and a young Moor steps out 
He wears a pale mauve djcUab and a fcr He is a handsome 
vouth, with a pale olnc complexion and bright hqmd 
brown eyes that glow with a kind of shy fncndimess as he 
touches our hands and raises his own to his lips In ex 
ccllent French he asks after our health and wishes us 
prosperity He explains that he has come from the house 
of his father to escort us 

Soon nc are dattetmg away in the barouclie The 
Spuit and I sit side by side on the rear scat, with the son 
of our host opposite He does not talk a great deal, but 
contents himself with occasionally pointing out something 
which he thinks may interest us For the most part he 
looks at us with the unembarrassed interest of a child, 
sometimes gn ing us a quiet smile of friendliness He tells 
us his name is Hassan, wluch means “ the Good ’’ or the 
“ Beautiful ” He asks us out opinion of Fex, and we tell 
him It is the most wonderful, the most romantic aty we 
have seen He is gratified and a httle surprised, for he has 
heard that London and Pans ate so mu^ mote wonder 
ful, with trams that run under the streets and many other 
strange things 

It IS no easy matter to give an impression of London 
to this young man, who has never been out of Morocco 
nor seen any modern towns more elaborate than those 
which the French have built m his country 

We drive for two miles or more along the winding, 
hilly road which for twelve miles ardes the walls of Fez 
The sun has set, the song of die mghtmgale begms to 
nse from the v^eys, storks on roof tops are dattering 
fheir beaks with a sound like the mirthless laughter of 
uitches This city was not built for carnages, so that no 
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vehicle can enter it, but must go by rotmdabout ways to 
the gate nearest the house of destination 

Presently we turn into one of the great gateways and 
Hassan pays oflf the carriage He leads us tlirough tortu- 
ous ways, dimly lighted now with hanging electric lamps 
mstalled by the French, until we arnve at a mean doorway 
where a hooded beggar crouches, pleading for alms m a 
high wading chant I drop a few centimes mto a skinny 
outstretched hand, remembering that charity is one of 
the tenets of the Moslem faith 

Beyond the mean door we enter a courtyard whose 
lovehness in the twilight surpasses that of any we have 
yet seen It is tiled m blue and white, and panelled with a 
fretwork of exquisite Moorish carvings Amid a cluster 
of orange trees a fountain rises from a great blue and green 
basin The splashing of its water is the only sound in this 
secluded world 

Beyond the fountam is a pdlared, arched doorway 
covered by a blue curtam, beside which a negro “ slave ’ 
stands like an ebony statue He draws aside the curtain, 
giving a big genial white smile as we pass, and we enter a 
chamber of even greater loveliness It has a floor of 
golden-brown cedar wood , pillars of the same material 
support a ceilmg trellised with a pattern of crimson and 
blue Beside the white marble walls are low divans 
covered with Moorish rugs in patterns of red and blue, 
and the centre of the floor is spread with coloured rugs on 
which are scattered a profusion of silken cushions 

Youssef ben Tayyib advances to greet us, kissing his 
hand after the touch of fnendship He is a tall man of 
great digmty, with a pale parchment skin and the white 
beard of a patrmch He wears a pale blue gown whose 
colour shows faintly through an ovcrslip of fine trans- 
parent muslm, and his head is adorned with a very large 
white turban 
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He has an exquisite courtesy and the manner of a 
caliph of eastern romance He wishes us prosperity and 
peace of mind, and gravely asks how we have fared m our 
travels and whither we are bound We assure him of our 
happiness in Morocco, and after a further exchange of 
small talk he excuses himself with a gesture and walks 
over to a great brass kettle which steams on a glowmg 
charcoal brazier set m a bronze tray Beside it is a low 
cedarwood table which carries glasses and sprigs of fresh 
mint He busies himself for a while, brewing the cerc- 
momal tea, pouring it boUmg on to the mint, until its 
fragrance pervades the room Moorish hospitality de- 
aees that the host must always wait upon his ^csts 

Wc are joined now by another patriarch who proves 
to be the brother of Youssef, and agam we go through 
the customary greetings, Hassan mvites us to sit, and 
himself slips gracefully doun on to the cushions, after 
steppmg out of his shoes and leaving them at the edge 
of the rug 

Now a Moot always uncovers his feet when he sits 
down to refreshment , and although he will make allow- 
ances for the barbarous customs of foreigners, he never- 
theless apprcaates their observance of his own etiquette 
So we, too, remove our shoes before we dispose our 
selves on the cushions 

For me ic is a simple matter to sit cross legged in the 
Moorish fashion, but for the Spirit there is the problem 
of skirts She decides that the best position for herself is 
a kmd of side saddle lounge We manage fairly success- 
fully, yet I must confess that wc cannot achieve the same 
grace as do those whose customs wc are imitating Our 
clothes, which in these exotic surroundings seem oarbar- 
ous m comparison with the soft fiowmg garments of out 
hosts, do not lend themsdves to such neghgent postures 

But there can be no embarrassment m the friendly 
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atmosphere created by these two old men and the youth 
Hassan Youssef himself hands round the glasses of 
fragrant tea, of which it is customary to drink three 
glasses before a meal , and wc sit talking, or sometimes 
ue are silent and meditative 

In Moorish hospitality the hiatus in comersation 
brings no embarrassment , there is no need to maintain 
the perpetual exchange of words without which an Oca 
dental dmner party would be considered a failure If we 
have somethmg to say, we speak , if we prefer silent 
communion, we can remain mute and say afterwards, as 
Girlisle once said to Emerson, that we have had a grand 
mght 

YoussePs brother is interested m political matters, 
and asks about the politics of England 1 try to explam to 
him the workings of our party methods, but find it hard 
to make him understand When I have ended a discourse 
which I believe to have been a simple and lucid exposition 
of the system, he reveals a complete lack of comprehen 
Sion by askmg why the party wmch is in power does not 
imprison all the other parties who oppose them His 
mentality is still of the Middle Ages, and he cannot 
understand why supreme power should tolerate opposi 
tion 

Hassan knows better he explains to his unde that in 
Western countries.where the people vote for their govern 
ments, they do not imprison men for their pohtics, but 
only for crimes agamst the State, for theft, and killings, 
and for marrymg more than one wife at the same time 
Therein he reveals the divergence that is growmg between 
the old generation and the new m Morocco the one still 
bound by a mediaeval past, the other absorbing western 
ideas through the alien occupation of the French 

And now there is a diversion Three Moorish musi 
aans enter the outer court and sit m a row facing the wide 
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arched door* ay One has a three stringed ffienbn, the 
second a fiddle, v-hich he sets upright on one knee to 
play, the third carries a tambourine They strike up a 
queer little high-pitched, barbaric tunc, and they arc very 
moumfiil about it Presently tlie man with the tambour- 
ine breaks into a shrill wailing song, to which the 
music throbs and quavers and squeals, sometimes coming 
to a sudden pause, then leaping on again We do not 
understand his words, but Hassan translated them for me 
afterw ards, and I v. rote them down He told me the song 
was a popular Berber love chant manj centuries old 
Ah Jete nas hke aw/ngga^eUey 
Htf e)es u hm she hohd tipon tne 
Made mt to hide my mn in the dark 
For they uere brighter than the stm shmng in oater, 
Afy In e bad breasts 
Rounder than the pomegranates 
That made me desire So pliak them, 

Aiy Ine had Ups 

Redder than a fioaer 

And her skin sas n biter than railk. 

My ioie bad feet 

Smaller than petals ej the jasmtne 

And snifter than the feet of an antelope. 

So that she fed an ay and escaped me , 

But nben her eyes vere turned the other way from me 
I nos no longer doomed but could see. 

And try legs became longer than the legs of a camel . 

My Jot e :s hke a flower that I bane gathered. 

And she ts mm 

When the song is ended and we have all expressed out 
delight to the host and his musiaans, Youssef nses 
and disappears through a massive arched door at the end 
of the hall He has gc«ie to superintend the preparation 
of the dinner Presently he returns, followed by two 
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negro servants One phccs m the centre of our circle a 
carved table of cedanvood, standing on thick legs six 
inches high , the other deposits on it a big wooden 
platter co\ ered by a high cone shaped basket 

The first negro cirdes with a bowl of warm rose 
water, m winch wc dip our hands and dry them on per 
fumed towels Youssef passes round a basket of bread, 
the co\cr is lifted from the platter, and two exquisitely 
browned roast fowl arc revealed Youssef takes bread, 
dips It in the gravy and sonorousl} intones the Moslem 

g race " Bismillah,” which means that wc are a^ut to cat 
y the grace of Allah Wc follow his example Then 
Youssef holding a crusty piece of bread between thumb 
and second finger, using his first finger as a clamp,dcftly 
removes a morsel of the bird and o^rs it to my mouth, 
which accepts it No knives or forks or spoons are used 
at a Moorish table , and it is the custom for the host to 
feed the most savoury pieces of a dish to his guest, and for 
friend to offer them to friend Youssef presents another 
choice piece to the Spirit, who receives it with upturned 
face and open mouth, like a young bird being fed at the 
nest 

When we as guests have tasted all fi^ c of us con 
centratc on the fowls, pulling them to pieces, eating 
rapidly in silence, and occasionally offermg each other 
the very special scraps The bones wc toss back into the 
platter, our hands we wipe on small napkins 

The half finished dish is removed and another takes 
Its place This time we have a brace of wild duck, stuffed 
with richly flavoured rice and herbs and served with a 
salad of orange, radish and raisins 

Youssef tears the birds asunder and we help ourselves 
and each other Hassan seems to have made the Spirit 
his special charge, perhaps because he is more moacm 
than his elders, to whom women are of so little account 
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that they are not allowed to dme with the men of the 
household it is only because the Spirit is a guest and a 
foreigner that she js permitted to be present Under the 
attentions of Hassan, \iho is continu^Iy offering her the 
best morsels he can find, her mouth is never empty 
Hassan leans back with a little smile of pleasure each 
time she accepts, and I knou she has not the heart to 
refuse him, even though by this time she had eaten 
enough 

Tnc remains of the ducks ate wafted away and placed 
before the now silent musicians, who fall to with enthu 
siasm Drmking u atcr is passed round in small bronze 
bou Is while another dish is laid before us We are faced 
now with a great roast of mutton Like the fowls and the 
ducks, It is so tender through long, slow cooking that we 
have no difficulty m pulling it to pieces with out fingers 

The next course brings us more variety It is eeurcaus, 
the national dish of Morocco It is said to be an importa 
tion from Provence, brought oiet by the Barbary pirates 
in the twelfth century The communal bowl contains a 
great mound of steamed semolina, m the centre of which 
IS a crater filled tutlt a rich stew There arc scraps of 
chicken and tender lamb, young capsicums and small 
green tomatoes, barley sprouts and almonds, and laid 
on top of this for a covering are green haricot beans 
capped by a sprinkling of raisins 

Although this may sound to be a terrifying dish, I can 
assure you that it is dcliaous Our chief difficulty is in 
catmg It Tlus requires a great deal of practice You dip 
into the dish, make your selection, roll it deftly with the 
fingers in ffie palm of the hand, binding it mto a rough 
ban with the semolina, and slip it mto the mouth Hassan 
gives us a demonstration, aiw we admire the ease with 
which he manipulates his material Our own attempts 
arc watched with extreme gravity by the elders, and with 
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laughing delight bj Hassan» who at length succeeds in 
coaching us into making at least a pfescntable show of this 
diflicult art 

By this time u c are almost overcome by the (juantities 
of food we ha\ c eaten, yet thetc is more to come There 
IS a dish of rich sweet pastries, and of crisp almond cakes 
and dates, follow ed by a platter of grapes \Vc begm to 
dread the remoxal of each dish, knowing that it will make 
room for another But an end is reached at last, our 
hands arc u ashed m the circuleting bowl, and ne Jean 
back in our cushions, exhausted YousscEs brother gives 
a little belch of wind, which is no vulgarity, but a rccog 
nised courtesy designed to show that he has enjoyed his 
relative’s food 

Then Hassan hands round Jong pipes of the 
Moorish powdery tobacco which has a perfume ofnerbs 
The pipe has a wooden stem eighteen inches Jong, iineh 
carved and decorated with colour, with a red clay bowl 
the size of a small thimble Youssef passes round more 
glasses of mint tea while we lounge, smoking and talking 
between weird arabesques of music, which begin nowhere 
and end unexpectedly on some high shrill note Hassan, 
sitting cross legged and dreamily playing witJi his bare 
toes, begins to chant softly m strange cadences In the 
intervals I tell a few of the best stones I can remember 
after so o\ crpowcring a meal, and the Spirit tells some of 
hers Hassan can appreaate the pomt of them all, he 
throws his head back in laughter and hugs his knees , but 
the elders lack his sense of humour and nis understanding 
of western ways, thereby again revealing the gulf that is 
growing between pre ana post French generations 

So the evening passes until it is after midnight, and v e 
must leave With manj eroressions of delight at his 
entertamment, we take our fWewell of Youssef and his 
brother, receiving m return their wishes for our prosperity 
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and happiness, and Youssef’s assurance that his 
roof IS our roof whenever tie wilJ grace it ■«^^h our 
presence 

\Vjth Hassan as our guide we go out into the silent 
311673 of Fez, past the hooded beggar whose wading plea 
is stilled iQ sleep, past mysterious figures that move 
swiftly and silently, casting fantastic shadows in the vague 
light of the electric lamps , or that lie in the misery and 
poverty of their rags at the sides of the streets , and so by 
tortuous waj's out of the aty to a carnage whose Arab 
driver lies asleep in the scat we ate to occupy Hassan 
insists that he shall come uith us to the hot« door , and 
before we part he have accepted his invitation to go ad- 
venturing with him on other days into the secret places 
of Fez 

The song of a thousand nighungaJcs rises to our 
windows as we sink drowsily to our beds in the early 
houn, at peace with life and the world, mnqud'^rth the 
sense of rticndship which we have brought au'ay from 
these charming people 

We are well satisfied with our first experience of 
Moorish hospitality , and of one thing we are v cry sure 
— that so long as w c Uve wc shall never again need to cat 

4 

hfatiy days and nights we spent with Hassan and his 
friends, cxplormg the mysfencs of Fez , enchanted by the 
glories of Its architecture, distressed by the degradation 
and pov crt> of its people , fascinated by the nen cultural 
life of Its mtdersas , mtngued by its vices , filled with 
wonder by its crude superstitions and childish sorceries 
In Fez wc are at the fountain head of a civilisation that 
has passed its zenith and is now mov mg inexorably m its 
decline The anaciic glones conceived hy its great rulers 
m the days of their ncb« and power survive to-day 
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as a losely and fantastic background for its decadence 
Shall I tell of its sorceries ’ . u, 

Hassan. like aU strict Moslems, professes not to K 
licve and laughs at them , )et somewhere in his mnd 1 
thmk there is fear Superstiuons that have been handed 
on for thousands of years cannot die in a “f ™ 

was uneasy, I know, when we visited one of the ^ 
Oatat!, who divine the future with sand 
the warm blood of cocks, as out own fortune tenets 
pretend to divine it by use of cMds ^d cmtals 
^ We saw tius kiatat, a wild, long halted 
the bright eyes of a madman,recen e “ 
to know some secret, crouched ma 

ground while the seer drew strange cabalistic devlcB m 
pile of tnmutc seashells He cut the f 

Ld anointed his client with the spurting hot blood , 
burned blood in a bnmer and with mam 
drew his message out of the ^.th 

We saw other sorcerers who 
bummg irons, and cured simple people of their evil spirit 
by cupping them and drawmg their blood ^ 

' law women weeping ^d wallmg at the htt w 
houses that are the tombs “f ™®,hey 
bare waUs m an ccstacy of '“PP^“*‘°”,Si“od ofa 
desired children but were tarren }’L'l“Vi'fo™danons 
sacrificed eoat ceremoniaUy mixed with the > j 

S'tSe^thatwasbemgb^dt sotoe^s^m^ 

not be able to enter, and tte W^*i“Vto charm 
daughter of Mahomet, pamted on the waU to cnai 

away evil 

Si;?:; ?~th Hassan to 
Dancing Boys, where rich Moors jaded m 

and concubines rcdined at *cir ^ Berber 

their kiff pipes, while youdis of the Chleun o 
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tribes of thesouth danced sensuouslyfortheirdelighttothe 
shnll wad of the Afncan flute and the throb of the drum 
The melting, inviting eyes of these small Sons of 
Delight are darkened wim kohl, their faces are delicately 
made up, and they wear the garments of girls They dance 
with a lithe grace, with many Ejcckoning smiles and sug- 
gestive movements that hold the intent, hungry gaze of 
their fascinated audience 

Between the dances these htdc perverts minister to 
the needs of their admueis, serving tnem with tea, fillin g 
their pipes, and receiving in return caresses such as a 
woman might receive from a man she has fasemated And 
sometimes one of the guests will depart through the cur 
tamed doorway to another part of the house with the 
dancer of his choice 

Yet there is no self consaousness about these pro- 
ceedings , one has a feeling of tbeir mevitaWny, as 
thoueh they are a natural pan of the life of tbepeopJe 
Snail I tell of dteamy, tranquil hours ^ 

Of days idled away m the magnificence of the Palais 
Jamai and its terraced gardens, where fountams play 
amid the orange trees and great wlute tree lilies delight 
the eye, and the perfume of jasmine enchants the senses ? 

It stands, this Palace, on the edge of the labyrmth, and 
we reach it after a three mile drive around the anaent 
walls A few years ago it was the home of one of the 
great families of Fez on whom disaster fell, swift and 
brutal, like all /Vftican tragedy To-day it is an hotel, 
where we may wander from the Hall of Audience, ornate 
with all the lavish skill and artifice of hfoonsh architec- 
ture, to the once forbidden harem, where we lounge on 
divans and take coffee and gaze through a great grille of 
wrought iron to the city whicli lies like a jumble of w hitc 
boxes in the vwUej below, nsmg on cither side of the 
hills that encompass it 
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While we lounge here, llassan tells us the story of 
the JaiTiai brothers who built this palace to house tbcir 
magnificence and pou er Maati cd Jamai uas once Grand 
Vmcr of the Empire, and his brother v.'as hfmistcr of 
War They had an enemy and rival in tlic ruthless Da 
Ahmed, son of a slate, half-negro and half-Jew, jet 
Chamberlain of the Sultan hfuJai Hassan So long as 
Sultan Hassan lived, the Jamai brothers v. ere all powerful, 
but when hcdicd, and his weak son Abd-el /Viiz succeeded, 
Ba Ahmed liad his chance 

Ba Ahmed poisoned the mind of Abd-cl-Aziz, and 
when one day Maati cd Jami was summoned to die 
Presence, Ba Ahmed accused him to the Sultan of all 
manner of dislojalcies, asking permission to attest him 
So Maati ed Jamai, who had entered the royal presence 
as the most powerful man in Morocco, was dragged out 
m chains amid the leers of the populace 

For ten years ne lived in the dungeons of Tetuan, 
chained to his brother , amd his palace m which we now 
sit was confiscated At last Afaati died, and for two weeks 
lus brother remained chained to the corpse Four years 
later, m ipoS, he was released, a broken, penniless man, 
his great possessions gone, his family dead from "want 
and persecution And to^lay Abd-el Aziz, the Sultan 
whose word sealed lus fate. Jives on the Mountain m 
Tangier — an exile 

TTien there arc days when we Jaze in the warm shade 
of gardens, beside streams and pools where water tor 
loises paddle their ungainly bodies among fioatmg hhes, 
while we play cards with Hassan and his friends They 
favour a land of poker, with cards that carry queer 
Mootish inscriptions and fantastic pictures in place of 
clubs and spades and hearts 

One languid afternoon wre liven up the placid hour 
by teadung our friends to play ** snap *’ , and so great 
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an exatement does this nursery game arouse that our 
group IS soon surrounded by a crowd who must leam 
the reason for aU this shouting 

When we pass the garden next dav, we find that the 
players ha^e adopted the new game Esated cries of 
“ znap ” echo from the shady places, and there is no 
longer peace m the garden 

Very friendly and happy days they are, so that when 
the time comes for us to move on e arc reluctant to drag 
ourselves away But a mortung comes when, soon after 
dav.n, we arc again packing ourselves into a bus, with 
Hassan smiling a farewell, and the ‘ Spuit ’ nuismg a 
pasUlla, a great round pastry packed with meat and 
chicken and eggs and powdered with cinnamon, which 
is a partmg gift from the kitchen of Youssef ben Tayyib 
and ms son 
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Tells of an Imbtrtal — Village oj the Acams 

Berber Homes — Walk m the Mountains — Fnerds 

— the Epic of Moha Hammou — Jonrrey through f 

— The Room of the Gay Ladj — Tbi Dansant in the IVil 
ness — Cafe Occidental — A Night out nitb Harry tbt 

Legionatre — Foret fft Leffon — Gay Lady returns. 


The road on -which wc speed through Metoes towards 
Azrou, our next stopping place Sahara-wards, »s ® 
Imperial Highway of Morocco Along it in the past na^ 
come Sultans with their rcunucs and their armies, brib- 
ing back slaves and gold and great riches from the ' 
caravans which have travelled many moons irom tn 
Sudan and far Timbuktu with treasures for the Moorisn 
overlords. To-day shining cars speed over its well- cp 
surface, Moors on bicycles pedal their way m and 
the towns, and the only caravans we meet consist ot nan 
a dozen donkeys burdened with mountains of 
and chiccoal, or lorries carrying factory-made mcrchan - 
isc and iron ore Instead of the wild armies of Sultans w 
meet a column of men of the Foreign Legion on i 
march from the mountains, and a few rusty tanks being 


transported on lorries - , 

We arc chmbing now into the lower slopes or tnc 
Middle Adas mountams, and beyond them we sh^ mount 
again and scale the more formidable heights of the 
Adas We pass first through a country which men ha\ e 
called the Landscape of the Moon, a chaos of torture 
mountam ndges and peaks, volcamc and barren, soon 

we are among the green hills on which white nocks or 
sheep graze, and the long, low black tents of the great 
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Berber tribe of the Bern IiFguild, who have camjjed here 
for seven hundred fears, spread themselves across the 
verdure like giant bats come to earth with outstretched 
wings We make a few stops at villages where our driver 
delivers a handful of mail , but for the most part the 
joumej IS uneventful, and hrdf our travellmg comhajuons, 
those same aloof French colonials with a spnnklipg of 
Moors, arc nodding into sleep, wcatied by the t:onstant 
changing of gears, the drone of engines and the warmth 
of the bus 

When ue have travelled some eighty miles ug begin 
to climb steeply, and soon the bus swings round a fi n al 
rwist m the mountain road into Azrou We alight at a 
dingy caf^ hotel which also is the booking office for the 
bus, and are at once surrounded by a rabble of small boys 
offering porterage There is dazzling sunshine here at an 
altitude of mote than three thousand feet, but a’ fresh 
inv^^iaui\p wind catties the chill of snow frcaa the 
lugher slopes, so tliat I am glad of the overcoat ivhich 1 
reluctantly brought under pressure from the Spirit, who 
IS wiser than I in these matters 

The Spirit does not like the look of this cafe hotel, so 
we give our scanty luggage to a ragged Berber yoiith and 
ask him to take us to the next, if there is one We follow 
him up the village street into a triangular opcr\ space 
wiuch at home would be the village green Whit% dolls’ 
houses with roofs of shmmg green tiles enclose it, trees 
heavy with white acacia droop to meet masses of snowy 
irises that grow from the ochre tmted earth Thi^ ts the 
new French village which has nsen among the mountains 
Away to the right the ^bet village of yellow l^xes 
chmbs tier by tier up the green mountainside 

Fat and away, m a great semi-circle b^ond, ri^g vast 
woods of evergreen oaks, and beyond those the forests 
of cedars 
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Our hotel proves to be an inn built of red conaete, 
witli a loggia opening on the village green It is kept by 
a French family, a tired mother with two lively daughters 
and a son It has a bare stone interior, with a mnmg room 
on one side, a darts parlour and bar on the other, and in 
the centre a wide stone staircase which leads up to eight 
or nme bedrooms We become the tenants of two stone 
chambers which give on to an upper loggia amid the 
fragrance of the acaaa trees The air here has a cold 
purity that exhilarates and sharpens the appetite, so that 
in spite of our incursions into Hasson’s vast pastilla, ve 
are eager for dinner when we go downstairs 

A fire of logs blazes in the open hearth of the dining 
room, even though we are well into the month of May , 
for summer comes late and departs early in these altitudes 
We gather round the lambent flames with the tvi o daugh- 
ters and the son of the house, and wait hungrily while 
the mother busies herself preparing the meal She is 
sunken eyed and has the marks of hard labour on her 
w^ry face, which softens and brightens when she joins 
her children for a few mmutes dutmg her cooking She 
caresses her son affectionately before hurrymg back to 
her labours, wlule the daughters delve into the latest dress 
catalogues from Meknes and Rabat, discussing this and 
that creation They arc pretty girls of mnetcen or so, and 
they arc content to let their weary mother slave away her 
life while they dream of tlie clothes they would like to 
wear They tell us the) have lived here all their lives and 
have never been to their own country Tliey would like 
to go to Pans, they would like to go anywhere from 
Azxou , they are bored with the place, for there is nothing 
to do and nowhere to go, except to Meknes bv the bus 
Meknes is their metropolis, with its cinema and its shops 
and restaurants Tliere ate young men at Meknes, too 
We dine w ell on a good x egetable soup, trout from 
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the mountain lakes, artidiokes, grilled cutlets, a fine dish 
of beans, oranges, apples, nuts and a flask of good strong 
ledMeknassi There are two other guests, a middle aged 
man who sits with the family, speaks scarcely a word, and 
goes out when he has finished eating, and a non commis- 
sioned officer from the French outpost in the village He 
tells us he has been here a year and is sick of the place , 
he wants to get back to Rabat, where he had been station 
ed before ^ere, well — one finds a little life , lierc, 
what IS there for a man to do except eat and sleep ^ 

When dinner is over we join the family part) The 
daughters are still bus> uith their catalogues, whose 
coloured illustrations fasanatc them The son is busy 
preparing his skis to be put away for the summer He is 
soar the snows are over, for there is good sport higher 
up the mountains Only a few miles awa) is Ifiane, which 
tlte French have developed into a u inter sports resort for 
the people of the cities It $ a place to live m, Ifrane, he 
says, with its fine hotels One of them has as many as a 
hundred bedrooms 

Presently we go out into the village, dimly lighted 
now by a tew street lamps which are hopelessly out 
shone by a moon whose exuberance suggests that it is 
bursting with its ow n light An icy wind sw ceps down 
from the cedar forests, dnvmg us indoors When w e go 
to bed we have to pile our clothes on top of the bed 
clothes to keep oasseives warm 

Morocco, in the mountains, tn Ma) 


When the sun is up in the morning there is warmth m 
Azrou And there is a friendliness among its people w hich 
w c hav e not encountered before tn Morocco The Berber 
tribesmen and women whom we meet when we wander 
out through the v lUage give us grave smiles and greettngs , 
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and there is a blessed absence of touts and guides and 
hangers-on 

Once only did an Azrouan seek money from us, and 
he gave value for it beforehand We were stewing 
through the muddy streets when he appeared suddenly 
in front of us, bowed, then began to turn rapid double 
and treble somersaults, cartwheels, handsprings, and all 
manner of acrobatic contortions He was a small boy of 
perhaps twelve years, dressed m the traditional red and 
yellow clothes of the ^^orocc'ln acrobat It was an aston 
ishing exhibition to be suddenly offered in the middle of a 
street in a mountain village When he had fiiushcd, the 
boy ca^ e us a happy grin and held out his small skull-cap 
for the reward , and when he received a franc, which w as 
lugh pay, he did not even demand more, w hich was almost 
a phenomenon We asked him about himself, and be tola 
us that he was going to be one of the most famous aero 
bats in the world He would travel the world in 
and would make much money, by the grace of Sidi Ah 
med . 

Now Sidi Ahmed ou Moussa is the patron saint or 
acrobats, whose disciples are to be found not only m 
Morocco, but m foreign arcuses all over the wond 
You will see them performing m many of the market 
places and squares of Morocco Mostly they come from 
the Souss, away in the hot south down by Agadir 

We wished our youthful aspirant good luck, and told 
him we would come to see him when he performed m 
London He said he would look out for us 1 

Higher up we pass the cobbler, who is a versatile man 
He sits at the side of the street, with his paraphernalia 
around him, prepared to mend you shoes while you wait , 
and he will also shoe your mule or your horse, it is all the 
same to him His instruments are a knife, a hammer and 
a needle and thread , his stock a few scraps of leather and 
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felt and a score of iron horse-shoes of varymc sizes 

Further on we pause to study the primitive nuts of 
thcBeibers They arc built of mountain stone and mud,with 
small square windows outlined m blue pamt and covered 
by rough wrought iron giiUcs The doors are hand- 
made and seldom close properly , roofs consist of a foot 
of earth, on which some of the occupants grow com and 
vegetables 

As we pause to looL inside one of these primitive 
homes, the housewife comes to the door, smiles m greet- 
ing, and secmg out mterest mMtes us m Her home has 
two rooms The family bed is a banb of hard earth with a 
few coarse bright-coloured Berber rugs thtoun upon it 
Her table consists of a solid circular piece of wood sliced 
from one of the great oedats of the mountains, standing 
on three legs about sis mches high She has a tack, 
brightly decorated in petunia and silver, m which she 
keeps the communal wooden food bowls, and there is a 
decorated chest, and a clay fire-oven m which she cooks 
Here is extreme poverty allied with cheerfulness and 
fticndimess \Ve admire her goods and chattels, and she 
enjoys out appreaauon, though she does not understand 
a word vc say, for she speaks only the Berber dialect 
But with smiles and gestures and sounds, the Spirit con- 
veys her admiration for the primitive decorations , and 
the Berber woman returns the smiles and is clearly ^ppy 
that we find something of mterest m her poor home 

When we pass out mto the village street, women who 
iuve returned from the pasture lands and the fields are 
tnakmg their toilet Their dressing table is the earth, 
their washing bowl usually a tm can or an earthen bowl 
One of them is fiUmg a petrol tm at a stream which runs 
down the street, and dippmg her hands and feet m the 
water 

Down at the bottom of the town we find another kind 
107 
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of village, a large square compound of hard yellow mud 
On two sides Ti\c many families in conditions of dis 
tressing squalor , on the other two sides are the cattle 
and horses, m hot els in which conditions are little worse 
than those m which their owners live 

But further on in the valley there is the loveliness of a 
swift, sparklmg mountain river, its banks overhung by 
white roses and shaded b> limes whose leaves shine silver 
grey in the sun We sit to rest on an old stone bridge 
Below, a group of Berber shepherds are washing vast 
quantities of newly shorn sheep’s wool in the running 
water, and a crowd of Berber girls lean over the parapet 
exchanging laughter and jokes with the toilers Away to 
the right the red brown rocks arc covered with half an 
acre of this wool, spread out to dry m the sun On the 
left of the stream s bank is a duster of the white villas of 
French settlers, and a small Catholic church surmounted 
by a vast stone cross on which two storks, oblivious of 
the fact that they are sacred birds of Islam, have com 
mitted the heresy of buildmg their crude nest of sticks 
The church walls and steps are w hue with the evidence 
of their presence, and the Spint suggests that perhaps 
after all, there is method m their heresy they have 
setded here so that they can show their contempt for 
Christianity Wild pigeons and doves flutter among the 
limes, cuckoos call m the distance, a hawk or two hover 
far away over the mountams Spring has come to this 
African valley 

We lunch on a hibob and a glass of mint tea in the 
village and start out to dimb the mountain road towards 
the mrests It winds up through great rolling slopes 
■where the black tents ore pitched Far below and all 
around we see white, slow moving patches which we 
flocks of sheep, creeping across the verdure of the bills , 
and here and there moves a black patch which is a herd 
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of goats Away and away to the plains and the cities this 
vast panorama of hiU and valleys carries the eye , and 
there is a great sohtude, and a silence broken only by the 
dim fsnka Unka of a far-off sheep bell, or by the shrill wail 
of some Berber song from the ilex woods 

We he here in the sun, meditatmg on this strange 
white race whose origin has always been so shrouded m 
uQcertamty Some claim the Berbers arc the descendants 
of one of the sons of Noah , but of one thing ethnologists 
seem to have little doubt — that they ate Celts, cousins 
of those whom we now call Scots and Irish and Basques 

Down m the cities of the plains they have intermaincd 
with Arab and Jew, and before that with Phoenician and 
Goth, so that then mam characteristics have been lost , 
but up here in the mountains they have kept the purity of 
their stock, and we look into many a pair of blue or hazel 
eyes and see many a head of fair or broum hair 

There is the sound of the Celt in their names, too, for 
we find many a ‘ mac ’ among them This tribe we are 
among now is the M’Guild, and there is also the M’Gills 
and the M’Teaxs I ha\e al^ heard of a ^^acKcn^a , and 
further along these mountains, among the Zaian people, 
there is a considerable family named O’Hummo , wWe 
in the south one of the three great Lords of the Atlas is a 
M’Tougi 

These Celtic Berbers who once possessed the whole 
of North Africa, were here long before the Romans or 
the Arabs , and until the commg of the French none 
could dislodge them from their mountarn fastness Mou 
lay Ismail the Bloody tried and failed, though he managed 
to impress himself upon Azrou by building a kasbab ot 
fortress whose walls still remain The Romans gave them 
up as a bad job As fighters they have been superb , as 
raiders and bandits, when they have swept down to the 
plains, ravaging and kiUmg, they have been merciless 
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For centuries fighting has been their favourite pastime, 
either united against a common enemy or in tribal war 
fare among themselves Multitudes of them fought under 
the banners of Rome, thej predominated in the hordes that 
conquered Spain, and this same tribe of M’Guild, which 
spreads Its ten thousand black tents from Azrou faraaoss 
the Middle Atlas, created the j5reat Almohadc dynasty of 
Sultans who ruled in the twelfth and thirteenth centuries 

Little more than twenty years ago they rose under a 
great chief, Moha Hammou, against the encroachments 
of the French, and for the first time m their history lost 
their most coveted possession — complete indcpcnaence 
To day there are no mote bloody raids down to the 
plains , the elders who rule the tribes have learned the 
w isdom of obeying the Frenchman's laws against ptUag* 
and murder 

Wc find It hard to credit these proudly-walking cout 
teous people, who tend their flocks and li\e mainly on 
goats millc and gram, with the auoaties they are known 
to have committed in the past , even though we know 
that there are few lengths to which men will not go in 
defence of their liberties 

The departing sun was settmg the mountain ridges 
and the clouds aflame when we reached the village again 
We walked through the gardens where the ins blooms, 
and beneath the acaaas we encountered two men sitting 
together on a stone seat hand m hand, a sign of their 
friendship 

In these lands of the Arab and the Berber you wiU 
often see men holdup each other’s hands as they walk or 
sit together , they find their happiest recreation m the 
contemplation of lovely garderw and in talk beside quiet 
waters We were surprised when these two men rose to 
salute us and bid us good evemng , we returned the 
salute and paused to talk 


no 
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They were fine looking men of perhaps forty, robed 
in the unsullied white hurmmts of the prosperous, their 
brown faces beardless, their eyes large and limpid brown, 
and calm with a great peaa: of mind 

One of them, speaking in French, asked if we were 
staying long in Aarou, and I answered that we w ould like 
to stay many days, since not for a long time had we seen 
so much beauty or known such peace He was pleased 
with our praise and told us we would always be welcome 
in Aziou We asked if he lived here, and he told us that 
he was the owner of many sheep We told him of what 
we had seen and admired m Azrou, and presently he asked 
if we would visit his bouse We were happy 

The ittend took his leave, kissing his fiand as tbej 
parted, and we walked down the street with our new 
acquaintance to a bouse m the ^ tUage It is a small house 
in the Moorish style, with a white inner court, where we 
sit on mats while our host prepares the customary mint 
tea A shy Berber boy who is ms son hovers around and 
presently sits near us, watching us with a natural undis 
guised curiosity, for we are new kinds of creatures to him 
TTic French he knows, but the Enghsh arc a dun and fax 
away people wth whom he has not come into contact 
So we pass atray a peaceful hmir u hile our host talks 
softly in answer to our questions I am curious to know 
whether the tribes have become resigned to the French 
occupation of their mountam He says that the younger 
generation arc content, but many of tnc older men, those 
who knew the freedom of the past, are full of dissatis 
faction, now that they arc no longct permitted to raid 
their neighbours For raids meant greater prosperity, 
and fighting wws part of their lives Himsidf, he xwas 
fighting agamst the French as a jouth , but to-day he 
would not have conditions otherwise- He gi\cs us to 
understand that French donunaaoa has brought greater 
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and safer prosperity to the prosperous, but has done Utde 
good to the poor , 

The talk goes back to the ^ars of the past, and he teJls 
us of the end of Moha Hammou, the last chief to resist 
m these regions It is a modern epic in the history of the 
Middle Atlas This fierce old leader fought till the last 
He was driven from his stronghold at Kemfra, some fifty 
miles away, but held the tribes together against the com 
mon enemy until it became apparent to all but himself 
that the end was near 

A day came when the sons of Moha decided to make 
their peace with the invaders, and went to their father 
to urge him to do the same But the old man refused 
Make peace with the Unbelievers if you must, he told 
them , I am too old to change my ways 

The sons took their farewell ana went over to the 
French A few weeks later, with the section of his tribe 
that remained faitliful, Moha Hammou went to battle 
against the enemy and their new allies, and died fighting 
against his sons So ended the last great resistance of the 
Middle Atlas tribes, giving the French a free hand to pass 
on to the Grand Atlas for the final victory which did not 
come till 1933 

When we leave our host, with many mutual expres 
sions of goodwill, there is twilight in the village, and the 
icy wind is blowing down from the far-off snows, so that 
we are glad to gather round the -wood fire at the inn 

There is a great to do over the booking of our seats 
in the bus for the next morning A large, blonde French 
woman with billows of flesh and golden curls, who 
reminds us of an old tune chorus girl gone to seed, tells 
us at the caf^ bookmg office that it is impossible to book 
from here Oh, monsieur is very much mistaken if he 
thmks seats can be booked from here Does not the bus 
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come &om Mekoes to Azrou before passmg on to Abdelt, 
•which IS our next stop ^ Then it is necessary to book 
one’s seats at Mekncs, because the bus might be full at 
hleknes and stay full all thcxi’ay to Midelt and beyond She 
had assuredly known such things to happen , and if there 
v,as no seat, why then. Monsieur and Madame would 
have to u*ait until the next day, when there might be 

Feeling rather helpless, and decidedly crushed by tlus 
discovery of my ignorance v. hich she has forced upon me, 
I ask if It IS suggested that we should return to Mekncs 
to book 

But of course not, she says, there is the telephone 
It would cost me four francs 

Note It IS an odd thing that I had never thought of 
the telephone When one has lived for some time among 
things ptuniuve, away from the usual amenities of life, 
one IS inclined to forget that there is nearly always the 
telephone I paid over itiy four Eancs, and the large 
blonde lady had within a few mmutes spoken to Meknes 
and ascertained that two seats would be kept for us when 
the bus arrived at Aarou 

We leave at eight o’clock in the mornmg Our 
tras elling companions this time arc a pair of French Army 
officers, one of whom has a wife who treats the world 
with a cold indifference, a Githolic priest who pays 
attention to nothing cscept the breviary which he reads 
unceasingly , a bearded Jew in the black gabardine and 
skuU cap w^ch is the imposed on his race bj 

the Sultans of the past , a couple of prosperous Berbers, 
a trooper and two elderly Frenchwomen There is no 
conversztioa dating the four hour journey of eighty 
miles , It seems as though each passenger is unaware of 
the cxisten<m of others 

With much gnnding and screaming of gcar-changing 
the bus begins the climb over the mountains At first we 
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mount through green villcys and plateaux where the 
black tents ate spread, and the flocks and herds wander 
high up the slopes , but soon we are among the great 
gorges cut through the cedar forests For an hour we 
pass through these towering mountain trees whicli rise 
sometimes to a height of a hundred and forty feet Here 
and there a group of monkeys, the apes of Barbary, swmg 
m their branches , and once when w e round a bend in the 
tortuous road a school of them scatters and flees into the 
forest 

At seven thousand feet the air is sharp and clear, the 
sun blindmg Sometimes when we sweep perilously 
round the narrow mountain road, a gorge gives a view 
across the vast expanses of the valleys and we see the 
far off peaks of great blue Ayachi lifted twelve thousand 
feet into an azure sky We pass near the source of Oum er 
Rbia, the Mother of Grass, which begms here as a trick 
Img stream and enters the Atlantic near Mazagan, many 
days journey away, as a great river, refreshing the parched 
lands on its way 

When wc have thundered through the cedar forests 
the hues change from the greens and whites and greys of 
high places to the tawny colours of Africa We begm to 
descend o\er rocky toads that jar and jolt the bus Soon 
we ate m a wilderness of toclc, m lion coloured valleys 
hemmed m by fantastic ted and lavender hills Far off 
beyond the coloured hills the snow peaks send down 
winds that temper the heat of these valleys of lovely 
desolation, turning what would be an inferno into a 
perfect summer day There is no sight or sound of life m 
these fastnesses , we have come mto a dead and burnt up 
world deserted by man 

We reach at last a wide yellow plam where Midelt 
rises on a low hill, a small town of a blinding whiteness 
that drives us in search of sun glasses as soon as we have 
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alighted in the v. idc dusty square We find them fox four 
francs apiece m a tumbledown shop near the bus stop 
Then we hand out luggage to a cross eyed negro youth 
and ask him to take us to an hotel 

It proves to be a bungalow of uninteresting aspect, 
standing at the corner of cross toads On one side is the 
plain, on the other the inescapable sno^ peaks of Ayachi, 
nearer now, so that when ue arc out of the sun we need 
to huddle in out coats to keep from freezing The hotel 
IS m a state of being rcconditionei , the narrow passage 
which v,e enter is a chaos of half peeled off paper and 
broken plaster But the little elderly Frenchwoman who 
receives us says ue arc fortunate there arc two rooms 
undisturbed, the other four arc under repair 

One of these vacant rooms is tiled and bare and 
pleasant , the other all gaudy colour and fripperies The 
shabbiness of a oncc-casy chair is concealed under fat, 
fluffy swansdown cushions, in the centre of which 
coloured reptesentauons of Mabel Lucy Atwell lookmg 
girls make goo goo c>cs at us On the walls several nude 
young women, cut from French magazmes and framed, 
offer their charms with expressions that vary from frank 
invitation to mock retreat Here and there gaudy dolls 
sit about, staring lifelessly at us with bland stupidity^ 
Everything that can possibly have a ribbon on it has been 
given a ribbon , e\ erything that can receive a coloured 
co\er or decoration has received one There ate tawdy 
gay cushions on the bed , the eiderdown is like a sugar- 
coated cake And the wardrobe is locked 

“ There can be no doubt about it,” says the Spirit, 
when she has taken a look round, “This is a whore’s 
room ’ 

Now the problem is, who shall have the whore's 
room ? Its effort to be gaudily voluptuous is rather trying 
to both of us, but I am prepared to sacrifice the mote 
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Spartan amenities of the other room if the Spirit would 
prefer to have it Yet the Spartan Room lool^ on to the 
road\^ ay where trams of laden asses and military cars pass 
contmually with much noise , whereas the Room of the 
Gay I^dy looks on to a court and is silent Smee I can 
sleep in any kind of a noise and the Spirit must have quiet, 
she chooses the room of luxury 

But what, says she, about the locked wardrobe^ 
Supposing there is a body m it ? Or supposing some 
thing that sleeps there by day should come creeping out 
by night A ytnn, for mstance ? 

You will realise that a locked w ardrobe in a strange 
room exercises a peculiar fascmation It stirs one’s 
curiosity It gives a sinister atmosphere even to the most 
exaggeratedly feminine room, particularly when that 
room IS m the heart of Morocco 

We assume, of course, that the lady is temporarily 
absent, perhaps engaged upon some commission that I^s 
taken her out of town for a day or two, and that she has 
left behind her unnecessary clothes \Ve sit on her bed 
and speculate as to her appearance We arc both agreed 
that she 15 blonde, and we think she is ample, Lke many 
of the blonde charmers we have met in Morocco They 
seem to grow blonder and ampler, observes the Spirit, as 
they approach nearer to the Sahara 

While we are thus speculating, the proprietress enters 
w ith a )ug of hot water for ablutions The Spirit asks her 
about the wardrobe, and whether there is a body , 
Oh, no, she says leassunngly. Oh, no, no, no, mad 
ame, but of course not It is only that the lady w bo ^ si 
regular locataire is away for a few days She regrets, b^ 
the lady has the Ley, so if madame could use the wardrobe 
m monsieur’s room, as it is only for two mghts 

Our possessions are so few that we do not really need 
the wardrobe, so we agree to madame’s proposal 
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Since the hotel docs not supply food, xrc go out in 
search of it. Madame tells us that across the road is a 
restaurant, where her guests alu-ays go for meals. It is 
regretted, she says, that the restaurant at the hotel is not 
j ct tcadv ; she hopes that by next year she will hasx been 
able to build it. 

The place to uhich she has dircaed us is pleasant 
enough, vndc and bare and light, uith a bar at one end, 
SI here r^o scry modem )oung uomen minister to the 
needs and listen to the pleasantries of a group of French 
olBccrs In the centre a glass door opens on to a rather 
dreary -looking ballroom festooned v. ith paper flowers. 

Here, says the young Berber uxitcr who <crves us, 
they have gala nights at the utxk-cnds • all Midclt comes 
to disport Itself. E\ cn now u c may dance, he add<, for a 
tbi dansant is about to begin He leads us to yet another 
room, whence comes the sound of music. A women in a 
fed vclset coat is tump-wmpiog on a piano, and tw 
forlom-Iooking men arc sadly soueaking av-xy on Molins. 
One of the bamuids, uho is a dance panner in her snare 
time, IS dancing uith one of the joung oflicers ; oincr- 
V.1SC tJitrc IS pient)’ of room on the floor The svaitcr 
invites us to dance, since it is long past lunch time and we 
|u\c to svait for our meal 

“Did we come all this way to clzncc?” I ask the 
Spirit 

“ We did not,” she sajj, “ We came to escape from 

It “ 

ho ux go to the bar for a dri.nk, and arc soon in con- 
ixrsaiion with the joung ofliccn. Tlscv are nurded to 
know why uc lave come to this God-fotsiKcn place, 
finding It hard to believe tlat ux were impcllw In 
notlung trorc than cunos'ty. Tlwic is little of Lntcmi 
in these rc,;ions, except mountains and dc*<tt and na'ivxs, 
tliej- tell us. Our assurance that to us tlicse th'ngs are 
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interesting produce only a shrug They cannot under 
stand why one should cot seek one’s interest in Paris or 
on the Cote d’A 2 ur, or at some place where there are 
distractions They have all the longing of exiles for the 
gay places of the world 

Now, I am interested in the Foreign Legion, some 
comparues of which are stationed at Midelt, and I ask if 
It IS known whether there are any English among the 
men here One of the officers beheves mere may be one 
or two , though now there are not so many of the Eng 
hsh in the Legion Plenty of Germans and Czechs and 
Russians, but few English He gives me to understand 
that the Legionarres are beyond the pale of normal human 
iry But if I wish to meet any Lcgionaires, I will find them 
at the Caf6 Ocadental, their usual haunt m the town 

That cvemng we found the caft The Spirit remarked 
that It seemed more accidcntial than ocadental It tv as a 
ramshackle place, resembling one of tliose saloons of the 
Wild West beloved of film producers A few soldiers sat 
around games of cards with drinks at their sides , a fetv 
civilians talked together , a red faced young Air 
corporal in a group played a concertma The tv alter u ho 
brought out m'mks, answermg my enquiry, said he knew 
of one Englishman who was a fairly frequent customer, 
though he covild not assure us that he would come m 
to night The Legion had received their fortmghUr pay 
a week ago, he explamcd and few had any money left by 
this time When they have nothing to spend, they do not 
come to the cafi When the) have much, they spend it 
— ah, hou they spend it, he said, with a gesture towards 
our glasses He promised to tell us if the Englishman 
arrived 

Ten minutes later he comes over and tells me that 
the man is here, mdicatmg a Lcgionaire who lias entered 
with a group of his fellows 
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" Ask him if he have a drink with ns,” I tell the 
waiter 

We watched him deliver the mvitation The man 
tams towards tis, stares as jf he could not believe the 
evidence of his eyes, and comes aaoss to our table almost 
at a trot 

“ BItmv, what a godsend,” he says 
” Neea a drink as badly as that ? ” I ask 
*s not so much that, guv'nor I means, seem’ some- 
one from *ome ” 

” Don’t often meet them here ? ” 

” You bet I don’t, not in this penshm’ 'ole. Last 
mate 1 ’ad that was English tried to make a bolt for it 
’E Adn’t get far ” 

I ask turn v hat he will have to drink 
*' Earthquake for me," says he 
I order three earthquakes, inquiring what mannef of 
drink this may be It proves to be a tumbler of strong 
cheap white wine mixed with pernod, produang a con 
coetjon which has the kick of a camel According to our 
friend it is the favourite dnnk of the Legion 

The beer’s stuff to wash jer socks m, he says The 
wine’s all right, but not so strong as it might be Whisky’s 
too dear A bloke has to have a drink with a kick when 
he gets dowm these parts 

He is a little man of perhaps tv^enty seven, a rapid 
talking vociferous Cockney with a quick gtm and a 
respect for no man He says his name is Harry Trusslcr, 
but for the truth of this I cannot vouch it is almost a 
tradition of the Foreign Legion that men do not enlist 
under their correct names He has been tw o j ears in this 
strange, rough regiment composed of half the natiooali 
tics of the world — of renegades, of thieves, of honest 
young men who sought romance and adventure but 
found only strict discipline and hard work. 
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BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 


“ Mind \ ou. It’s not such a bad show, if you can 
‘ take It he tells us ** But some of ’em can’t Not 
knowm* the lingo makes it worse, o* course You ’avc 
to pick It up as you go along Me, I c’n talk it pretty 
good now, but when I come first I didn’t know a ruddy 
word ^cept tan blank and parly loo They didn’ ’arftakcit 
outer me, too 

“ But once you knows yer job and makes up yer nund 
to stick, It’s all tight, sec^ Except being with these 
foreigners all the time Not bad blokes, though, some of 
’em But all yer do is work, work, u ork — makin’ roads, 
diggm,’ buildm ’ — anythink except fightin ’ There ain’t 
no fightin’ to do now , they cleaned up ’ere jears ago 
Now’n again there’s a bit of a blow up between a couple 
o* tribes m the mountains Then m c goes up to put the 
kybosh on it But that don’t ’appen often, worse ruddy 
luck ” 

A second earthquake was loosening the tongue of 
Legionary Trussler Wc could sec that he ^as enjormg 
himself, unburdening hi$ soul m his own language, which 
he had not spoken for many months 

" I’ve seen blokes come out 'ere full o* fancy ideas, 
like , thinkm’ it was goin’ to be all beer and skittles and 
’arems Fat lot of ’arems )ou can ke«, on four francs a 
day That’s all the pay you gets at first ’Course, they 
gives yet more later, if yer don’t get into no trouble But 
what can yer do, even with four francs a day, I ask yer ’ 
When they see what they’ve let ’emsclves in for, some 
chaps try to make a bolt for it, same as my pal did An^ 
then they get shoved in chokey.where it’s pretty ’ot for ’em ’ 

“ Why do most of them jom ^ ” the Spirit inquires 
I know she wishes to ask him why he is m the Legion, but 
this IS a question one never puts to anybody who belongs 
to a regiment with a reputation for bemg the last resource 
of men who were m disgrace at home 
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Trussler takes a pull at his third earthquake and helps 
himself to the packet of agaxettes oa the table 

“ They ain’t all croaks, if that’s what you’re thinkin’,” 
hesays “Not byalongchalkthcy ain’t Just mugs, some 
of ’em arc, same as I «ras ” 

He took another dnnk 

*' Reckon I must of been a bit looney over ’er,” he 
goes on “ She v.as a good looker, though, an’ a lot of 
tellers u as after 'er She u as the sort that likes to play one 
feller off against the other — you know the sort Never 
*appy ’a ithout she’s makm* some bloke )ealous, see ^ 

“ But I was dead nuts on ’et and wanted to get spliced 
up, so she led me up the garden path proper Quids I 
spent on ’er I ’ad a good job down at — -’ s (he 
named a factory beside the Thames at Hammersmith, 
which I know well) Four quid a week with overtime 
I tell yer, I was all right Put a few quid by, too, so 
could get spliced proper 

“ Then one day, wivout a word ter me, she goes off 
and gets spliced to a chap what’d been one o’ mv mates 
at the works Talk abaht mad 1 — yer wouldn’t believe. 
After all I spent on ’er, too 

“ Well, I goes out an’ 'as a good blind, same as you 
might, and when I secs this bloke again I bashes ’im good 
and proper ’E ’ad to go to ’ospital with ’is arm broke 
I’d ’a bashed her, too, if I’d seen ’er again There was a 
blow up at the works, ’o course, an’ I gets the push 
An’ ’ere I am ” 

The speech of Harry Trussler, now in the middle of 
his fourth earthquake is growing shghtly blurred, and 
lus gestures hat c the elaborate slowness of a man who 
is becoming a little drunk 

“ But what brought you here ^ ” I ask 
“ Couldn’t get a job I ’ad a few quid, an’ I was 
bluin’ It m, getting blmd-o I met a bloke m a pub who 
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talked a lot about the Legion, said ’e wanted to join, so 
what abaht us joinin’ together Sounded all nglit to me, 
being one over the eight, so next dajr we takes a coupler 
weekend tickets to Boulogne an’ joins up at the first 
rccruting office ” 

“ Sounds easy enough ” 

“ Not so easy when you get to Sidi bel-Abbes (the 
Algerian training depot) BJuny, they don’t ’arf keep 
you on the ’op Breaktn* you in, like ” 

We sit for a long while listening to Harry Trussler’s 
remmiscences They cover a variety of subjects, from the 
good old times he used to have in London to adventures 
he has had with certain “ tow haired bits ” who are the 
camp followers of the French army in Morocco He is 
becoming more than a little drunk, but he is enjoying 
himself 

We begin to consider the advisability of leaving when 
the unexpected happens 

A Legionaite who has just entered passes our table, 
catches sight of Harry Trusslcr, and makes some jeenng 
comment m French, the import of which we cannot 
catch It seems that there is hostihty between the pair 
Trusslcr’s eyes and mouth turns suddenly viaous 
Then he picks up an empty glass and flings it savagely 
at the other 

Fortunately it misses the man’s head and crashes in 
pieces against the wall beyond There is a sudden hush 
in the cafe , the card games arc suspended , the waiter 
hurries forward The tormenter throws another gibe at 
Trussler, who rises unsteadily to his feet 

And here the Spirit takes a hand She rises also, faces 
Harry, and with an appealing expression m her face says 
“ Please^ Harry Trussler, not while I’m here Will you 
take me out before you deal with him ? ” 

She knows the art of humouimg an intoxicated man 
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For a moment Hany is mollified Swaying a little on his 
feet, he crooks ius arm in an daboiate gesture, and with 
a solemnity born of drunkenness says 

“ ’S all Ti,’ lady, I’ll take care o’ you. Shafe enough 
with ’Arry Trussler No place for a lady ” 

She takes his aim and together they walk to the door 
I following Outside, with the icy night wind blowing 
down on us m the nhite dusty sqinre, Harry stands 
swaying a little 

“ Now I mus’ go back an* bash ’em,” he says huskily 
The Spint faces up to him a«in 
“ Now, Harry Trussler,” she says “ You’re an 
Englishman and a Londoner, as ue arc tell me 

you are gomg to let yourself be upset by that Why, 
they’re beneath your notice ” 

Harry stares solemnly as the words penetrate through 
some crevice of his earthquake shatters mind 

“ Sheum,” he repeats softl), “ 'As right sheum 
You calls ’em sneum I calls 'em sheum ” — he 
waved his hand m a slow comprehensive gesture that 
mcluded all the universe — ” we all calls ’em sheum 
So they mus’ be sheum I ” 

” Rotten scum,” I add 

” Bkody rotten sheum,” insists Harry, determined to 
have the ftaal choice of adjectives 

We ask him to show us the barracks where he lives — 
so that we can get him home He is as docile now as a 
stroked cat by the fire We feel responsible for him, smee 
his state is due to out entertainment, and we cannot 
leave him to get into trouble Arm m arm the three of us 
walk the short distance to the barracks 

Harry begins to sing a maudlin song tliat reminds us 
of homegoing Cockneys on a Bank Holiday mght Once 
he stops, breaks into a shnll laugh, and in the surprised 
tone of one w ho has made a stupendous discovery, says. 
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“ Sbcum 1 Tha’s what my ole nu used to fling away w hen 
she made *er jam ” 

Wc leave him safely inside the barracks gateway, and, 
departmg after an or^ of handshakes, take with us his 
reiterated assurance that uc are two of the best ruddy 
pals he has ever run acrost 

So ends our first encounter with the famous Foreign 
Legion 

Now I do not Wish you to regard our experience as a 
confirmation of all the stones you may have heard or read 
to the detriment of this much maligned corps Most of 
them ate untrue, many arc grossly exaggerated Usually 
they are told by men who, in the words of Lcgionaire 
Harry Trussler, couldn’t 'take it,’ managed to escape, 
and for popular new spacer consumption magnified the 
details of what is normally a hard, strictly-disciplined life, 
with normal punishments for disobedience, into a tale of 
horror and cruelty 

As later I was to discover for m> self, the Legion is a 
regiment with a great tradition, of which the best of its 
members — men who have re-enlisted after their initial 
five years and given all their lives to its service — are not 
a httle proud Honour and Fidehty is its motto, courage 
and detcnnmation two of its chief characteristics 
To the Legion France owes more than to any other of 
her regiments the conquest of her colonial empire , and 
France has not been slow to acknowledge the debt 

In a corps composed of so strange and mixed a collec 
tion of men, strict disaplme is essential There are fo^% 
eight nationaliucs in the Legion Of these French and 
Belgian predominate, making nearly forty per cent oi 
the total Thirty per cent arc German Then there arc 
Itahans and Czechs and Poles and Hungarians, Dutchmen 
and Danes, Mexicans and Maltese, Russians and Rouman 
lans, Persians and Peruvians, American, Canadian and 
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English A few have been m prison, the majority have 
not Some have joined to escape prison, some to escape 
naggmg wives, or the consequences of complications 
with vomcn , others because they were weary of the 
monotony of life m office or shop, and sought adventure , 
or because there was no employment for them in their 
own countries, or because they just wanted to “sec 
xchat It was like " 

The best soldiers m the Legion’s ranks ate the Ger 
mans and the French, who belong to military nations , 
the worst are the Engbsh, because they do not take kincily 
to disciplme and are not, like most continental people, 
‘ good mixers * among othet nauonabties 

Tlicse men ]om for a minimum of five years They 
receive a bonus of about five pounds on enlistment, 
further bonuses on top of their average pay of about four 
francs a day, an annual three ueeks leave wluch they can 
spend in holiday houses m Rabat or Meknes, and are 
repatriated with further bonus when they finish then 
service If they le-enhst and remain in the Legion for 
fifteen years, they are granted a useful pension anaassisted 
to find employment when they leave 

You wiU realise that men who have been accustomed 
to the bfc of the towns and cities of the world miss its 
distractions and amenities tn this hard life in the lonely 

E laces So u hat should a man do, when he has the chance, 
ut drink and forget ? Women and drink are the hobbies 
of the Lcgionaites On pay nights lunety per cent of the 
men set out to have one glonous bmge If there is money 
left, they have another on the next mght The rest of 
the fortmght they are a sober and hard working labour 
corps 

Please do not, then, blame our fnend Harry Trussler 
for his hour of relaxation and forgetfulness Do not 
grudge him the headache to which he assuredly awakened 
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next morning You or I, in Harry’s place, might experi 
cnce many such a head Some of us, indeed, have done so, 
without the justification of Harry’s memories and tribula 
tions 

4 T 

When I went to the Spirit’s room in the morning 1 
asked her how she had enjoyed the bed of the Gay Lady 
“ The most comfortable bed I have slept in since I left 
home,” she assured me “ And the warmest ” 

We need all the warmth 'ae can find this morning, 
for the weather is colder and brighter than ever Even 
my overcoat is not proof against the icy wmd from 
Ayachi, so that I am compelled to go in quest of a 
muffler in one of the small ramshackle shops in the square 
I find a good thick woolly affair for ten francs, or about 
one and threepence, wmd it round my neck, and am ready 
for a day’s exploring - 

From the hill on which Midelt stands wc can «e tot 
many miles across the plam At intervals amid the batrm 
lands stand great yellow ksour (the plural of Arar), rnua 
walled villages of the Saharan regions They look lik^c 
mediaeval fortresses, built to resist the assault of mvading 
hordes , yet a shell or two from a modern gun woul 
reduce them in a few mmutes to powder For ccnmrics 
they have been the homes of dans of the Berber tribe o 
Ouled Alt Isdeg, Sons of the Child of Isdeg 

We walk through the town to^^ards the nearest 
On tlie way the only people we meet are natives im 
soldiers men of the Air Force, black troops or tn 
Sultan, Berber levies. Foreign Legionaires, and 
ally a picturesque mkbtr^pi m flowmg pale blue cloak an 
white turban These men form a l^d of 
damme, assisting the French Intelligence Service i ^ 
are ma gnificent tellows, chosen for their skill as fignte 
and their knowledge of the native ways and dialects 
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Soon we come in sight of a mountain stream that runs 
near the ksar In the distance ue can see people along its 
banlk.s pcrfornunc a strange kind of dance They are 
leaping, they ate hopping, they are stamping, first on one 
foot, then on the other, sometimes on both We suspect 
we are tvitaessing some strange rites, perhaps the appease 
ment of an e\ il ijtnn of the nvcr 

But no It IS merely washing day The dancers are 
jumping on clothes which they have removed from their 
bodies and deposited on flat stones at the river’s edge 
We stay to watch them a while, the Spirit sketches their 
antics One of the most vigorous washers is an old white- 
bearded Berber, who seems determined that no vestige 
of uncleanliness shall remain m his garments You might 
suspect that he had a grudge against them, so savage is 
his assault His bony legs leap to a definite rhythm of 
ont tw>, ons , ont taa, one A small boy sits near, beating 
out the rhythm on a pottery drum old man leaps 
and pounds and splashes, pausing presently to esainine 
the enemy with critical eye , then continues the attack, 
keepmg perfect time to tne drum 

The woman washers ate no less vigorous, but they 
are not so spectacular m tbcir style as this old man They 
content themselves with a kind of “ marking time ” on 
their clothes, as though they were wamne for an order to 
‘quickmarch’which never aames And wluletheymark time 
they discuss this and that with each other, or argue shrilly 
wim a neighbour, which seems to be the way of all 
washerwomen 

Several women look at the Spirit in a manner that 
reminds us of nervous animals, ana as we pass they raise 
a band with fingers spread betoreen themselves and her 
It IS the sign of the Hand of Fatima, given to V’ard off the 
evil eye It is directed alwajre at the Spirit, not at 
me , and we arc puzzled to know why she la particular 
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should be credited with the poucr of evil 

Later, when we made enquiries, v.c were told ^hatner 
red hair was the cause Among the Children of Isdcg 
there is a superstition that red hair brings bw iuc 
Nobody knows the origin of the belief , doubtless it 
began when some red haired woman wrought evil on 
her neighbours and so ga\c the colour a bad tiamc c 
It is curious, as the Spirit points out, that red hair sho 
always be suspect In\ atiably it is the badge of the w o 
spy of chromatic fiction Men usually suspect a red 
woman of the worst, women mistrust her She ® PT 
posed to have a temper, she is believed to be a vamp, 


a loud whack on the rump of his donkey 

There is gaiety this evening at the restaurant opposi 


she IS always perilous to men 

In blissful Ignorance of the effect of red Mir, , 
der on until we come to a garden where fig trees 
tamarmd grow in the sliade of ancient olive c 

the red hibiscus burns amid silver greenfohage 
oldwalkcdunder these trees m the days of great dy nasi 

les , and not far away lies Kasabi, once their , 

butnowagarrisonforthcdarkskinnedtroopsofthcbultan 

of to day, who is no more than a vassal of rranc 
While we were examining the trees imd hoveR ^ 
ancient man seated on an incredibly small donkey 
up and addressed us affably but incomprehcnsib f 
replied with salutations m French and English, but i 

all the same to him , he understood no word of o » , 

we of his But he saw our interest in the flowe 
began to tell us about them, pomtmg out 
and pulling down branches for us to examine \ e Pr 
ciated his kindness and made a great ®^ow o 
standmg his lesson m botany For ten minutes he » 
then he shook hands and clattered away, delivering 
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our lodging The orchestra of three has a greater air of 
checrfumess, for it has dined and \inned, sitting at a 
table near us, and there is now a zest in its playing And 
when we too ha\e dined and wined, we decide that it 
would look churlish to stay aloof, since everybody else 
takes the floor, so we join m a fox trot Most of the 
dancers are French officers and non-commissioned officers, 
and the barmaids are m great demand, for there is a dis- 
tressing scarcity of feminine partners Several of the 
officers have brought girls with them the ubiquitous 
blonde is much m evidence 

The fact that we are not aloof but show an indination 
to mix and be happy encourages a young German corporal 
of the Legion to approach the Spirit and ask for a dance 
His darmc is watched by the joung officers, who perhaps 
had not the social courage to make the approach they 
are croectmg hun to receive a snub I think they are a 
little chagrined to see that this despised Legionaiie should 
have stepped in where officers of mote reputable regi- 
ments fear to tread But this young corporal has est^ 
hsbed a precedent, and for the rest of me evening the 
Spirit has no peace, but must give a dance to every man 
who asks As for me, I console myself with the barmaids, 
who as we dance regale me with small talk about the 
people of the town 

And when presently we are in a merry group together, 
and the wine at fourpence a bottle is flowing, we discover 
that we are the hero and herome of a desperate affair that 
occurred at the Cafe Ocadental the previous night It 
appears that a fight broke out between Legionaires It 
seems that we took sides with a I^ionaire who was our 
friend , we had come all the way from London to see 
hun He was m faa my brother Apparently in defending 
this brother of mine I had sailed in and knocked out two 
other Legionaires I was, m fact, a hell of a fighter, a big 
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blonde fellow, and I was on the verge of v recking 
the place when my red haired companion intervened, 
harangued the men, stopped the fight, and bought drinks 
all round 

It was a fantastic version of our adventure with Harry 
Trussler of Hammersmidi It was also evidence of the 
heights to which imagination will carry the men of the 
Legion Perhaps in the course of time tins story will have 
grown into local legend worthy to rank with the romance 
of Jack the Giant Killer, with the addition of a Jill 

It is midnight before we leave the restaurant A dozen 
of our new companions accompany us across the road to 
the hotel door, and there is a great orgy of handshaking 
and farewells, for in the morning we pass on 

Wc creep into our chilly beds warm with a glow of 
good companionship and bad wme 1 think I am a little, 
just a little intoxicated Forgive me — but it was such « 
happy everung 

In the morning, when madame brmgs m our coffee 
and rolls, she tells us that the hcatairt of the Spirit’s room 
IS returning As we are leavmg b} the bus at mid-day, 
would we be so kind as to remove the Spirit’s belongings 
into my room, so that the locatairi can take possession 
But certamly, with pleasure, madame 
When we have packed and are lca\ mg the hotel for 
our last excursion m Midelt — the Spirit is to spend the 
morning painting the exquisite white Catholic church on 
the edge of the plain — wc pass in the corridor a htde 
elderly spmstcrish woman who acknowledges us with a 
slight bow and a prim smile before she enters the room 
of the Gay Lady She carries a small valise 

We look in at the office at the end of the corridor 
and ask madame if that was the locataire 

Yes, says madame, she has returned from a visit to 
Mcknes 
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But, we ask, puzzled, — that room — that is not her 
tasted 

Afais out, say? madame, wuh a shrug and a smile, 
c'tst son g)iit 

She tells us that the heaSaire has a nephew in the 
Legion He is her only relative, and she likes to be near 
him Where he is stationed, there she goes to stay They 
are Germans It is sad But the Legion is like that 
There arc manj mysteries in the Legion 

When we are outside the Spirit says, “ Now I wonder 
what pathetic story of repression lies behind that queer 
room?” 

I wonder, too But \tc shall never know 



Chapter 7. 

Ttlls of a Journey ibrougb Fanta^ — Pram in the W flderrjss 
— Shy Savage^ or the Girl who Carved up Men — Some mtr 
Hotels — Snow White's Stepmother — The Greek ana tbi 
Lady — Bungalow Paradise — The Whispering Gnome — 
Whirlwind — Mud Village of Secrets — A. Saint at Homs 
— Bribery for a Holy Alan — Cafe Chantant 

I 

Ksar es Souk is our next place of call The name has 
an exciting sound, for it brings visions of the hot south 
and the desert • Ksar es Souk, the Village of the Market, 
an oasis on the route to the Sahara . 

The bus that is to take us from Midelt gives proot ot 
the roughness of the journey, for it is rather a batterca 
affair ; it rattles inordinately, and most of its windows, 
which need to be closed to keep out the cold an, persist in 
sliding open, so that the passengers who sit next to them 
must perpetually hold them fim 

Our companions now are soldiers and officer ; 
are the only civilians The back section of this wcll-wotn 
bus IS divided off by a wood and glass partition mto 
second-class compartment, which is crowded with her 
bers and Arabs At the beginnmg of the journey a htti 
conversation passes between us, but soon the ra^® 
drone of the bus and the heat of its interior sets the so 
diets nodding to sleep To them the tnp is no adventur^ 
It is part of the routine of their lives , but to us there is s 
much to mterest in passing that I think we could s 7 
awake even if the atmosphere were charged with chlo 
form , 

The road passes at first across the level yellow pi » 
but soon we begm to mount the lower slopes 01 
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Grand Atlas chain, where m the distance white-capped 
Ayachi stiU towers into the intense blue sky 

Again we arc in the cedar forests, passing through 
great gorges where shining streams pour out or the rocky 
places and shatter themselves a hundred feet below into 
rainbows of spray m the sunshine Sometimes we are on 
top of the w otld, creepmg along a perilous ledge of a road 
that runs round silver grey peaks from which we 
look down on a wilderness of lesser peaks , sometimes 
we plunge into a gorge where the heights threaten 
to overwhelm us The white road twists and wriggles, 
turns back on itself, leaps over mountams, dives into 
culverts, sneaks futtucly round unsuspected comers 
Presently we emerge into a country of barren moun 
tains and mils of fantastic form and incredible colour , 
hills that change from magenta to rose, from purple to 
terracotta, in the shape of pudding basins, su^-cones, 
half oranges, French loaves stood on end Mountain 
sides arc built in strata patterns that resemble the coloured 
layers of a Russian cake Never have we seen such 
mcrcdiblc rock formations, such fantasies of colouring 
'Ihen, ahead of us on this tortured road, we approach 
a long low tunnel cut through the side of a tound terra- 
cotta mountain Before we pass through the bus stops to 
fill up with petrol, and we have a few minutes to spare for 
exploration 

Now this tunnel is a very famous one Above its 
entrance is an inscnption “ The mountain barred the 
way , the order was given to pass , the Legion carried 
out the order ” 

At the other end js another inscription “ The 
strength of their muscles and the determination of their 
will were their only msttviwcnts ’* 

Here, for those who want it, is an cverlastmg monu 
■aent to the Foreign Legion, whose men only a few years 
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ago created this stupendous road through these moun 
tains of fantasy Here, too, is something that explains 
why the Legion is no place for weaklings 

Once throueh this tunnel, we know that we ha\e 
reached the soum The burning sunshine suggests it, the 
dry heat of the air emphasises it, the panorama of the 
country proves it We arc on a ledge three hundred feet 
up the sidesof a gorge Far below the river Ziz lies like an 
emerald serpent between rose coloured cliffs and moun 
tains Ousters of tall date palms dream beside its silver 
blue shores, where a great hsar of yellow mud stands like 
a fortress guarding its prcaous waters 

We are descending rapidly now, and soon we Ila^e 
left the oasis on our right and pass between ranges of pale 
rose hills across a wilderness of ochre and grej stone 
The only ■Negetation here is a small dusty grey scrub 
which looks as though it has lived without water since 
birth 

Looking ahead on this rough track across the un 
inhabited wilderness, wc see something that makes us 
w onder if our eyes are decei\ mg us A aapper little man 
in civilian clothes is calmly pushing an elegant pram, w 
which lies a pink faced babj Beside him strolls nis wife, 
well dressed in a neat tailor made So incongruous is 
this sight m the sun stricken desolation of the plain that 
we break into involuntary laughter 

The little man turns as we rattle towards him, answers 
the salute which our driver waves to him, and contmues 
his perambulation 

And now a few flat yellow houses rise out of the pla^ 
The first of them proves to be the Hotel Gmtmental , the 
name is pamted across its dilapidated facade It is a 
square, fiat roofed bungalow , its door has fallen off an 
Its wmdo'ws are glassless boles, it is a rum, the relic 
Frenchman’s misguided enteijinsc A few hundred yat * 
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more, and 'we pass through a forest of barbed wire en 
tanglements into Rich, a xmlitaty post beside the ksar 
inhabited by dans of our foeods the Children of Isdeg 
This barbed wire tcHs its own story , we have reached 
the edge of the region where four years ago the Berbers 
put up their last fight for independence Some hundred 
> ards behind the barbed wire lies the military stronghold, 
a long, fortress like airopound bounded hj red crene 
latcd walls twelve feet high, m which at intervals rise 
square observation towers 

Here \vc stay for a time, while the driver delivers f Pi><l 
and despatches to a young I-egjonaire who has the face 
of a poet and the smile ofa samt We w ould like to talk 
to him, but he has gone about his business before we can 
take the oppormnit) So we sit in rbe hot sunshme and 
talk instead to one of out fellow travellers, a French sotts 
officer of the same regiment He tells us that four years 
ago he was fighting the Betbets not forty miles from nere, 
in the region of Mount Baddou, liaid and dangerous 
times they w ere he says, hemming m these tribesmen m 
their mountain fastness, cuttmg them off from then water 

S lies, driving them into the caves and passes of their 
bound world until their only alternative to starva 
tion and death was surrender 

A young Berber woman approacbesr, oSeting a small 
bunch of flowers for sale Heaven knows where she finds 
them m this batten wdderoess , perhaps down on the 
banks of the Ziz not far away She is a fine looking girl, 
and there is an attractive shyness in her manner and her 
smile Our sergeant knovre her well, and grerts her with 
some jest m her own tongue 

When we remark on her good looks and gentle man 
ner, he laughs There was a tune, he says, when we would 
have held a different opmion as to her gentleness She 
comes from the region of Mount Baddou, and she took 
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part in the fighting not so long ago Her business, like 
that of all the Berber women in battle, was to urge on 
their men from the rear and look after the captives and 
wounded Her attentions consisted either in slitting their 
throats or torturing them One method of finishing off a 
wounded prisoner v,as to cut open his stomach and fill it 
with glowing charcoal , and it had been this young 
u Oman’s claim after the u*ar that she had served eight 
Lcgionaires in this way 

Yet she is friendly enough now, he says , an aitraaivc 
woman with whom a good many of the men would like 
to have an affaire if she were not so faithful to her hus 
band 

But would they, the Spirit asks, feel quite happy in 
having an affaire with a woman who was capable at any 
moment of carving them up and making an oven of their 
insides ^ 

The Sergeant laughed That would add to the thrill, 
he mtimatcd Life w as dull enough in these days for men 
out here , the spice of a little danger in love would be 
welcome That was the one tlung the Legion lacked now 
— cNcitement They couldn’t find any Even the sub 
dued Berbers were peaceful and bote their conquerors 
no resentment When the Berbers were successful in 
war, they knew that Allah was with them , but when 
they were beaten, then Allah so willed it A Berber 
respeaed those who had the backing of Allah Yet any 
reverse for the French, any weakness, would mean that 
Allah had turned against them voila He drew his 
finger across his throat Hus fatalism of the North 
Africans, he said, was an asset to the French — so long as 
the Betbers thought that Allah had decreed that the 
French should be the victors 

Our bus driver calls us with a clamour from his horn 
and w e are off again, across the yellow stony plain through 
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the rose blown hills, swaying and bumping on a rough 
track to which we have been diverted by repairs which 
gangs of Berbers are making to the road A mile or two 
from Rich the driver pulls up suddcnlyand points ahead, 
and there is a general slamming of windows Through 
the valley we see advancmg towards us a yellow cloud, 
which leaps over the little hills and races down their sides 
in a panic hurry to reach us In a few seconds we are 
enveloped m it, a swirling blast of yellow dust like a 
3-ondon fog No windows arc proof against its pervasive- 
ness Through unsuspected crevices and unseen holes 
m the ivcU worn bus it spurts in httlc jets like yellow 
steam, blinding us, scttmgus coughmg.and mingling with 
the perspitation on our faces to form a kind of mud pack 
For perhaps half a minute we are lost in this dust 
storm, stifled ta the airless heat of the bus , then as 
suddenly as it aciu ed it has passed, and u e see it speedmg 
far away through the hills b^ind us When the windows 
are Sung open and we are on our way again, the wind 
created our speed is like a cooling drink 

We follow now the valley of the Z12, which tuns 
through this iock> wilderness catrymg life to the desert 
Sometimes we pass a Berber settlement, one of the great 
mud ksorir^ set in a cluster of palm trees beside tlie blue 
water , and there are patheticailj small patches of culti 
vated land where gram grows, irrigated oy channels cut 
in the burnt up yellow soil into which u’ater is pouted 
from the river And presently wc see before us, on a long 
low hill m the plain, a small town of red flat-roofed 
houses set in blocks intcisccted by wide roadways 
Wandering beside it is the shming river on whose banks 
are many of these great Berber fortress villa^, set amid 
palm groves that mark the couise of the Ziz, and around 
all this a distant cirdc of mauve and rose hills encloses 
Ksac es Souk m a world of its ov.n 



BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 


Tlie bus deposits us with our scanty pieces of lugMge, 
which included ‘ The Bodv,* in a wide square like a 
parade ground On one side is the long red wall of the 
military post , on the other the square red mud bunga 
low s of tne towm, each with a kmd of colonnade of Moor 
ish archways also built of mud 

It is tea time, w e arc hungry, since we have eaten 
nothmg except apples and dates since mormng , we arc 
also dusty and thirsty and tired, and we need an hotel 
Out Legion sergeant points out tw o buildings among 
the ted bungalows and says they are hotels There is 
another, he says, it is a long way off, but it is all the same 
as these , there is not much to choose between them 
So we ttj the first We ate received by an old woman 
V. ho is lame, who has the face of a witch and the eye of an 
hawk If you have seen the fUm Snow Wlute and remem 
her the aspect of the stepmother Queen, when she changed 
herself into an old w Oman, you have a good caricature 
of this landlady Oh, yes, she has rooms, splendid rooms, 
so clean, so cheap, the best rooms in Ksar cs Souk, she 
says, as she hobbles round with us to prove her claim 
Now this IS a very queer sort of hotel Its rooms are 
on the outside, opemne on to the street, and there is no 
commumcation with the interior of the house They 
look clean, it is true, with tbcir bare cement floors and 
iron bedsteads , but they do not appeal to the Spirit 
“ Anj body could break m at night,” she says “ There 
w ould be no escape and no one to come to one’s help ” 
We ask Snow White’s stepmother if she has any rooms 
mside the house Yes, ves, such good rooms inside, 
splendid rooms We follow her mto a narrow court where 
we disturb multitudes of flics enjoying a full dustbin, and 
enter another chamber It has no wmdow, is below 
ground, and has an earth floor In one corner is a 
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padlocked door, beneith an opening two feet square 
covered with wire netting, beyond w£ch is darkness 
“ What’s in there ? ** asks the Spirit 
“ Nothing, nothing, madamc," says the old wonmi, 
“ Just a store-room ” 

“ You mean you have to go there to get stores when 
I may be m bed ^ ” 

“ No, no, no, no, madamc, hut of course not Only 
hen you arc not there ” 

This was too much for the Spirit Although she was 
prepared to live rough, she could not face the prospect of 
sleeping in a dark windowjess chamber that was part of a 
store, m which might lurk all manner of strange things 
So wc told the witch that we would like to look round 
the town before deciding on a room 

At once her ingratiating smile vanished, her long 
mouth set in a hard thin Ime, and she stumped aw ay into 
the recesses of the building, leaving us there wim the 


we’ll tty the next,” szy% the Spirit 
A negro boy in a tattered shirt and without trousers 
carries our luggage towards the next block On the way 
we meet a young Greek with a fine aquiline nose, black, 
cuilmg hair and a glistening pair of eyes, who looks at us 
eagerly as though he would bke to speak 

” Could you tell us,” the Spirit asks him, “ which is 
the best hotel in the town ^ ” 

He indicates the next red mud budding 
“ This 18 the best,” he says ” It is mine ” 

We go to mspect, doubting Across the verandah we 
step through a pair of glass panelled doors into a dusty 
concrete paved corridor epen to the sky On either side 
are ranged eight rooms At the cad of the corridor is a 
cabin with a hole in the ground which serves as the kva 
tory, fromw hich comes an effluvia that catches the breath 
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We look at the rooms They are an improvement on 
those of Snow White’s stepmother, for each has a wmdow 
and there are pieces of dusty matting beside the iron beds 
on the cement floor 

We discuss whether we should take rooms here The 
sun is near the horizon, darkness falls swiftly in these 
regions, and we do not wish to be stranded roomless in a 
strange town which has no street lighting So we decide 
to book here at least for the night and hope for something 
more comfortable m the mornmg , though we doubt 
whether there is hkely to be anything better in this 
desert town 

Another bed has to be brought into our room The 
Greek and his negro doorkeeper fetch an enormous 
double affair from another room, with much jangling and 
scraping of iron on the concrete floor Apparently it 
cannot be taken to pieces , yet somehow they manage to 
edge It through the door, and by the time it is in the room 
there is scarcely space for us to turn 

While this manoeuvring is going on, a young woman 
in a purple dressing gown comes to the door or a room 
opposite and watches us with frank curiosity She leans 
negligently against her doorpost She has long peroxide 
curls, very red lips, and she is ample m her proportions 
Behmd her in the room we glimpse a bed covered uith a 
purple bedspread, yellow and blue rugs on the stone 
floor, pink curtains at the wmdow 

“ 1 thmk,” says the Spirit, “ there can be no doubt 
about It this time But I do hope she doesn’t think 
I am a rival ” 

When the business of settling m has fimshed, we ask 
the Greek vhere we can eat There is the caf^ in the 
square, he says, \ihich belongs to the old woman , or 
there is the otner hotel, the Roi de la Bifere, which is about 
two hundred metres away Smee the old. woman was so 
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dtatly offended with us, we have no alternative but to 
choose the other hotel 

We find It after a short walk through the wide rough 
roadways between the red boxes that arc houses, at whose 
doors Berber women sit idling or doing their various 
jobs of embroidering and sewing It is a square red box, 
like all the rest, facmg a dusty road beyond which lies the 
desert of brown rock that reaches to the horizon 
Entering the narrow door, we croect to find condi 
tions no better than in the two other hotels Instead, wr 
arc in a passage where we tread on polished brown and 
white tiles, between walls distempered a pale grey At 
the end of this passage, beyond two Moorish arches, 
there is a haJl, tiled and white wahed, wherein are set 
half a dozen tables covered wnth snow^ cloths and laid 
with shining stiver So exouisitely dean and bright and 
cool is this mud hotel that the Spirit erdaims aloud , she 
sa) s she feels she has found a diamond m a dustheap 
A grave young Berber m a white jacket and apron 

f reets us We ask if w c can get tea, and m a few minutes 
e has brought it, with milL and sweet biscuits and jam 
and butter — • the best tea we have had since we left home 
The Spirit leans back in ber comfortable chair -with a 
sigh and prepares to enjoy herself 

" This IS dearly the Ritr of Ksar cs Souk,” she says 
“ And this IS where we must stay I feel we can be happy 
here.” 

I agree, for there is a friendly intimacy about this little 
inn, and a quiet beauty which we had not hoped to find 
after out experiences at the other hotels 

“ But what shall we do about the Greek ? ” she adds 
“ Pay him off and get the luggage ” 

'* You don’t think he’ll be unpleasant ? ” 

“ I don’t mind if he is I would face any number of 
unpleasant Greeks after this cup of tea ” 
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“ So would I — espcaally after this lam ” 

When we have finished tea we call the Berber waiter 
and ask about rooms The tout of inspection on which 
he takes us is a further proof of what can be done with a 
mud built house of the desert Tlie floor of each room is 
paved with maroon and white tiles, on which he black 
and white Berber rugs The walls are white, there are 
•aardrobes with mirrors, modern beds, electric light, 
runmng water in wall basins, and curtained off m a 
comer, the miracle of a shower bath Small square case- 
ment wmdows that open on to the desert are protected 
by wrought iron grilles 

Of the five rooms in the hotel, two are vacant, so we 
engage them They are connected by a lobby and form 
almost a suite 

“ Isn’t It onderful,” exclaims the Spirit, “ to have a 
suite in the wilderness when we might have been sleeping 
m those terrible places ” 

And now comes the business of removing our belong- 
mgs from the possession of the Greek I asK our Berber 
if he can sendT for them, but he explains that it will be 
necessary for me to go m person, since the Greek might 
thmk that a client was being stolen from lum 

So while the Spirit is enjoying the luxury of a shover 
I walk back and explain to the Greek that, pleasant 
though we find his hotel, I feel that the other would be 
more suitable for madame He shrugs, spreads his hands 
m a gesture of resignation, gives me a receipt for the 
twenty four francs which is the price of the room for a 
night — plus two francs forty for service — and hails the 
negro boy who had been our earner 

As the luggage is hauled out, the ample blonde 
emerges from her doorway and calls out something 
which from the tone of her voice I am sure is not 
complimentary In ten minutes we are settled m 
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the suite uliich IS to be out home for a ticek 
And now it is necessary to make the acquaintance of 
M Berujon, the rrcnchman tvho nins this oasis in an 
oasis Ffom a room hich is bis office and bedroom just 
bej ond our suite he pops like a gnome \\ c find that he 
has a Inbit of popping lie emerges from the most un 
expected places lie wears baggy white Turkish trousers 
with pocKcts braided in black, a ycllosv can\as jacket, 
and a orov.n skull cap on his bald round head There is a 
serious and purposeful air about e^crjthing he docs 
Our first acquaintance with him was when he tapped 
on out door, put his head round when we called to him 
to enter and in a hoarse crated whisper hissed some 
thing about “ k polite ” 

bi'inled, we stood stating at him 
" polite 5 ” I queried 
*' Polite ^ ” echoed the Spirit 
“ Out, It polite," whispCTM M Benijon “ C*tst tns 
important ” 

“ But what base we to do with the police?” I ask 
StiU in that tense whisper, M Berujon explains It is 
necessary that all who come to Ksar es Souk must call at 
the police office and register 

\Vc arc relieved , we feared from M Berujon's tense 
whisperings that something sinister and mjstcrious was 
m the att We now discover that M Berujon whispers 
because he must , he has permanently lost his voice 
You wiU understand that at first we find his manner of 
speech disconcerting , it invests everything he says wnth a 
thrilling secrecy ilmd it is infectious Once later on, in a 
moment of mental aberration, I caught myself wliispcring 
back at him, as though we were sharing a secret which 
nobody else must overhear 

We soon grow to love M Berujon, with Ins serious, 
rather worried looking face and his perpetual poppings 
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here and everywhere He is always busy Sometimes he 
pops to the kitchen to superintend the dinner he has 
prepared with his own hands and left in charge of two 
negro assistants , sometimes to his office to attend to 
accounts, or to the white hall to see that the tables are 
well prepared 

He IS proud of his kitchen He takes us round to show 
us the fine range where he cooks the meals in shuung 
copper pans over glowing charcoal He shows us in the 
courtyard the small engine with winch he makes his own 
electric hght He leads us to the cabwet de toilette^ flings 
open the door, and reveals a tiled white interior with a 
modern lavatory and flush , and it seems that he lingers 
here, expecting us to pay special homage 

“ Oest tres gtnul*' says the Spirit 

" C'tst magnifiqiit*' says I “ Trts rare ” 

" It IS the only one m the town,” M Berujon confides 
m a hoarse whisper 

Now until you have travelled through these regions, 
you will perhaps not appreaate the significance of his 
ptidcful gesture The camnets de toilette of the south arc 
foul and dangerous places, mere holes in the ground, the 
breeding places for flies and all manner of germs To 
have achieved a modem contraption is mdeed a matter 
for pride 

We observe later that M Berujon inspects this 
treasure of his a dozen times a day He guards it jealously 
Whenever his ears tell him that it has been m use, he 
comes out of his room to see who the user may be, so 
that if It has not been treated as a modern lavatory should 
be treated, he will know on whom to lay the blame He 
has It washed out many tunes a day There is nothing 
he will not do to preserve and protect this umque posses 
Sion 

He takes a pride, too, m his cuisine We see him 
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presently making great pr^rations at a table, attended 
oy his mtcbcQ assistants ; and soon an exceedingly good 
odour permeates the bungalow. Purposeful footsteps 
sound m the tiled corridor beside our rooms, becoming 
increasingly frequent ; and there is a noise of laughter 
and many voices as though somebody is givmg a party. 

When we go out to the hall we find the tables occu- 
pied by a score of youthful offiixts from the camp ; their 
black and red caps hang m rows on pegs in the corridor. 
A pnest enters, passing to another room where there is 
also a sound of voices and much laughter. 

Out Whispering Gnome evidently knows the secret of 
makingmeahappywtthgoodfoodandwine,hencehedraws 
all the custom of the camp Here are flying men whodayby 
day soar over the Atlas and the desert, kcepi^ a watchful 
eye on the doings of the tribes, and infantry officers, engin- 
eers, lieutenants of the Legion, even privates ~ all come 
to spend some or all of their week’s pay on one of M. 
Beiujon's dinners. Most of them, we learn later, have en 
pension terms for meals at reduced rate , so that M. Berujon 
can afford to serve up a good dinner every night without 
fear that it will be wasted through lack of customers. 

And what a dinner he serves m this mud bungalow by 
the desert. Under the soft glow of shaded electric lights, 
fed by the engine which we can hear faintly throbbing 
out in the yard, we cat as we might in London or Pans. 
Here is the menu : Consomme 

FtJet lie Trmtt Side Alt 
Potikt de Grain en Cocotte 
Verits Harwot 
CoUhttesde ’i^tanZerhotm 
Foments MwioretUs 
Caramel Ztr Pnafs Varies 
Cafe 

Prtx ao francs. Vtn non Comfris. 
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At half a crown we consider this dinner a miracle 
\\ e arc on the edge of the wilderness, in an oasis where 
little grows ej.ccpt palm trees and the scanty gram of the 
native allotments Transport is scarce and difficult 
Cooking is done o^ er charcoal, which has to be constantly 
fanned to keep it aglo\% And the heat of the region, set 
in a plain amid arid hills, is enough to turn the freshest 
of food bad in a day Yet M Bcru)on achieves such a 
dinner as this c\cry evening 

There is one defect the meat is tough But that is 
not entirely the fault of hf Berujon There is httlc green 
pasture for cattle and the climate makes it necessary for 
meat to come straight from the slaughter house to the 
table The further south \ie travel the tougher becomes 
the meat Yet it would be possible to have tender beef 
if onlv the Trench would take a lesson in cooking from 
the Arabs instead of so obstinately preserving their 
national methods of preparation Tins meat is suitable 
not for quick grilling, but for long slow roasting and 
stewing Not once in an Arab meal nave we encountered 
tough meat , not once m a Trench meal liave ^e had it 
tender 

But It would be churlish to criticise M Berujon, since 
he has done us so well m other respects His trout from 
the lake of Sidi AU, far away m the mountains near Aarou, 
IS perfection , his chicken and beans, which he brings 
from the north, could not be improved upon , and his 
caramel has a delicacy of flavour that would give satisfac 
tion even to Marcel Boulestm As for the coffee — well, 
M Berujon is a Frenchman 

When we have finished, and the crowd of guests at 
his party have gone back to their quarters, we go outside 
to sample the night The small town is in darkness, 
though It is only tune o’dock Above, the stars arc 
brilliant hke diamonds, large as Koh i noors , and before 
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us lies the black’xoid of the wilderness, whence comes 
from the distance a strange chinking sound, half metallic, 
half-musical, as though someone were rattling many coins 
in a glass jar 

We listen aw hile, and realise at last that wc arc hearin? 
the mating call of a multitude of frogs down on the bank 
of the Ziz Presently c\en thi5 ceases, and the desert 
silence falls on Ksat es Souk , so mtensc, so suggestive of 
death and oblu jon, that we shiver and creep back to M 
Benijon’s bungalow, grateful for its soft lights and the 
sounds of life from its kitclien 

At ten o’clock the engine m the yard suddenly ceases 
to throb, and bj the light of candles w e go to bed, leaving 
hi Berujon’s negro custodian curled up m a red rug 
against the front door, w here he lies on guard till morning 

At sn am I was awakened b> a curious whmmg 
sound outside mi window, and la) for a minute trying 
to decide what it might be There was something in the 
sound that suggested the human voice and there was 
something, too, that made me think of cars 

I got out of bed and thrt w back the wooden shutters , 
and there, loo! ing at me through the window, which is 
no more than four feet above tlie tough roadway, was a 
group of tattered Arab children, holding out their hands 
and begging for an j thing 1 might be disposed to give 
away 'Hie ir small dark faces arc set tn expressions of such 
anguished despair, their w ailing voices are so full of 
hopeless miser)', that I burst into a laugh , whereupon 
their wailing becomes shriller sind mote intense, for thev 
know that mj laughter is fnendly Thc)^ know, too, that 
when the guests at this house nsc m the morning they arc 
served in their rooms with coffee and crisp fresh brioche 
and butter, and that some of this is likely to come the way 
of him who w’ails long and loud enough 
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So •whea our waiter, whose name is Ah, brings in out 
trays, we liven the ptUt dijeuner by tossmg buttered scraps 
from the wmdow and watchmg the scramble that follows 

When at seven o’clock we go out into the hot sun 
shine, carrymg painting kit — for the Spirit is eager to get 
somethmg on to her onvas — there is a surge of vivid 
colourful life on the dusty roadway White garbed Arabs, 
Berbers m their stripes or m rags and tatters, cheerful, 
noisy negroes, women veiled and unveiled are con 
verging on a great red walled compound with a high 
arched entrance that stands on the edge of the brown wild 
emess a hundred yards from the hotel It is the souk, the 
market from which Ksar es Souk takes its name We 
wander through its bargaining crowds, inspecting the 
waxes Theix quality and kmd tell a story of scaraty and 
poverty The richest traders seem to be the black ^bed 
Jews, who occupy small arched alcoves in the walls and 
display the wares of other people’s creation , silks and 
satms, exquisitely primitive Berber rugs woven by 
hand and sold for a few dozen francs, shoes, peasant 
pottery made of rough white clay and decorated with red 
and black design 

The rest of the compound is occupied by the Berbers 
and Arabs, who sell the products of their own labours , 
a wllon of gram, a sticky mass of dates stuffed into a bag 
ofsheepskm, hard lumps of yellow crystal which is rock 
salt, the carcase of a goat , all laid out on the ground m 
the bunung sun They do not necessarily want money 
for their goods, but will dispose of them by barter Here 
IS a Berber woman exchanging a fc^ lumps of rock salt 
for a small quantity of meat , and here a ragged coun^ 
man bargaining for an extra handful of gram for which 
he will give one of the tall graceful water pitchers of his 
own makmg 

With these people trading is Jess a matter of getting 
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ton of sccunnB .ho SS 

liavc not learned the lesson Ji,.— than one’s own 
profitable to sell the creattom we have 

‘ The people here arc dark" of me tt^ any 
vet mcouMcicd In man. have inter 

negro blood, for the h'aoh ^ regions south 

married ertcnsivcly \i "h *' / combination of Berber 

of thcGrand Atlas So"ie.imK.hecom^ 
and negro produces * *’}■ strength and fineness of 

IS nevertheless / dartres And it seems 

feature and for the app^Lch to the negrei. 

to US that the neater tl^e w P sec arc the 

the happier the) ate TheltW|“J^ P and their 

pure higroes, su.h their great unne g 

cheerful vociferousness ^ ,„to the 

We pass through here the Spint 

square where u e attis she has a won 

decides to set un her ea^id , j(,ge wnth its tough 

detful prospect befoie her to ten k 

arched colonnsdes which are to tota ^ 

lecture , the tdl date ‘‘'^'’“Ls that glow with a 
and away in the “ n,„ are foi evei chang 

pic rose bght in to '“"'{jV rvlti to passage of the 
!ng, these Vos el) barren 1" “ . ^ p jc maujre 

sun the shadow s in thetr h ^8 sumtmts the 

into puiple and on >““‘5';,i„“green before it deepens 

sky begins wilh a strange elcctneg 

iPto full aaurc ^ ^ e are the centre ot a 

No sooner is the bo) » A 8'“' “'8“ “ 

crowd main!) of Arab a nd ) „f fl„„ets in one 

red and blue utuform, Wtog^P qn^en 

hand, strolls over from to al grm and a greamg. 

Vk here he is on s^the bnght paints wnggle 

and gurgles dcffghrecUy^te^J^3„„8_^Uiepda.e 

like coloured worms trom 
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The boys watch brcatUcssly, their mouths agape, 
they axe fascinated by this magic colour that comes from 
tubes and turns itself into buildings and trees and donkeys 
under the brush 

Tlie Spirit wants one of the boys, a fantastic broun 
elf NMth the incMtablc pigtail sprouting from the croun 
of his head, to pose m her picture , so of course all tlK 
rest of them v, ant to pose as u ell While I hold them on, 
she arranges him some distance auay, where he stands so 
rigidly that you would think he Ind been starched Alter 
much effort w c induce him to relax into a natural position, 
and for half an hour he scarcely blinks an eve, so intent is 


he on being a good model j <r 

And here I leave the iriist at work while I wander o 
to explore the V illagc, hoping to find some people or 
scenes that might appeal to the Spirit s artistic enthusiasm 
When 1 returned ncarlv two hours later 1 was m time to 


see disaster fall upon ncr , 

I was crossing the open space, where she still sat wit 
her spectators, when 1 heard a commotion 
I turned and saw a yellow column of sand and dus 
spirallmg towards me I was preparing to pull tny coa 
over my head when the column unaccountably change 
Its direction and made straight towards the Spirit 
The Arab boys saw it approaching, and shoutc 
warning to her , but before she had time to art it w 
on her It tore the canvas from the easel and wlutled 
high in the air, spinning it like a top It overturned 
light easel and sent the small folding stool ‘dattermg 
across the square Tlie boys were crouching with bac 
to the whirlwind, their t^ellabs pulled over their | 
but the Spirit, caught unawares, stood there helpless 
blinded, her arms across her eyes , 

The whirlwmd passed on, paused a moment trw g 
m thought, changed its direction again and darted do 
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one of the wide road'nra)S through the red bungalows 
And here jt suddenly dro{>ped the whirling canvas, as 
though after inspection it hid decided that the picture 
was not -north the keeping 

While I sped to assist the Spint, some of the bo)S ran 
to retrieve the canvas They brought it back ruined Its 
wet paint wfas caked -with sand 

The Spirit regarded the wreck of her morning’s work 
with rueful eyes Suddenly she brightened 

" If I keep It till It’s dry, it will make wonderful sand- 
paper,” she sa^s, *' Saliaran sandpaper ” 

These impish whirlwinds come upon >ou frequently 
in this region Tlicy leap at you round corners in a most 
startling way, on days when the air is still and hot under 
the sun They ate like plarfol human creatutes who has e 
become bored w ith tlie placidity of life down here, and 
are determined to have a little diversion We luve seen 
them eddy across a seu/iy sweeping up c\ cry thing not too 
heavy to be earned , tcanngpown fragile tents and scat- 
tering the traders’ goods ^ey arc splendid fun, these 
infant whirlwinds, so long as they play their )okcs on 
others than oneself 

This whitlwmd was not the only adventure that befell 
the Spirit that morning while she was painting During 
m\ absence she had other spectators than Arab boys, she 
tells me First came a young German of the Foreign 
Legion, who admired her picture, saying he would like 
to buy It 

” How much w ould it be ? ” he asked 
“ Ob, say fi\e hundred &ancs,” said the Spirit 
“ Impossible,” said Legionairc, ” I could nc% er 
afford that You must be a very famous artist to be able 
to charge so much ” 

“ That isn’t much ” 

“ It IS a great deal, as we know money ” 
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Then he transferred his interest from the art to the 

If you ate staying here. 1 nould like to meet yon in 
the evening,” he said solemnly __ 

“ What does one do in the evening < 

“ Go out somewhere ” 

“ Where does one go ’ ” 

“ Well — just out ’’ 

“ Cinema ^ ” 

“ There is no cinema ” 

“ Sere is no theatre cither There is nothing 

“ Then where does one go > A walk 

■■ There is nowhere to walk, rtcept the desert and th 

oasts ” 

Sve tXt Nk e sing there sometimes m the 
evening ” 

“ That sounds fun ” . r a »» 

“ Then vrdl >ou come v.ith me to the cate 
“ ril ask my husband ” 

“ Oh, you have a husband ” 

ffednYAouglu "f <>’" ■n'"' '' ^ 

” f V. 

“ But we like singing m cafes . 

The Me a Me vas interrupted at this point, say 
Spirit, by tvo officers who approached to io5^« 
picture They ga\ c a curt order to the Legio 
dro\e him away , , 1 ,,. nnor 

“ I hope 1 shall see you at the cafe, th p 
fellow’s parting Mord , cntnt’s 

Since the whirlw md has put an end to the p 
artistic enthusiasm for the day. we „cnic 

afternoon m search of new interests With a p 



BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 


lunch of oranges and dates tihjch ^ve buy m a small shop, 
we set off to^ ards the palm gto\ es beside the Ziz, where 
the great ksnttr raise their crenelated mud towers and 
massive walls 

Down the yellow hillside we reach these grotes, 
passing under the shade of date palm and tamarind, where 
the olive and the % grow and hibiscus flaunts its crimson 
glory Multitudes of blue backed swallows with white 
tails flit through the trees, flying dose to the ground and 
cormng so near to us that we could catch them with our 
hands Out path takes us through the groves along the 
thirty feet high yellow cli/f beside the shallow rivxr, 
whose lot ely pale jade and blue waters ripple over a w ide 
bed of stones of a whiteness that dazzles m the burning 
sun Away on the fat side of the Ziz this white shore 
stretches to the ochre wilderness, and beyond crouch the 
ranges of low purple hills 

We pass through patches of wheat and maize growing 
sparsely tn sun dried yellow earth , and sometimes we 
meet a Berber or an Arab from the /itar who breaks off 
his job of w atenng kis patch to give us a greeting It is a 
laborious business, this agriculture, for he must ditnb 
down the guUey s in the cliff to fetch water by the bucket 
ful , but happily these people know nothing of the ameni 
ties of modem agriculture to make them dissatisfied with 
their own methods That land is allotted to them bv 
grace of the Sultan or the grand Caids of the south , and 
four fifths of all they possess goes to the local casd, who 
retains a part before passing on the remainder to bis 
overlords The feudal system still In cs on among the 
people of Morocco 

There is the peace of jffr/a down here m the oasis 
this bot afternoon The only sound is the famt throbbing 
of a drum and the high pttdied wail of a singer fium 
among the palms that hide die >trar which we are 
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approaching And presently wc come upon it, the first of 
these villages beside the rucr, standing libe a fortress 
in a clearmg in the grove 

In front of its high arched entrance a crowd of ragged 
brown children are at plaj At first it seems that they are 
throwing darts or toy aeroplanes.but as w e draw nearer 
w e see that their playthings are blue backed swallows 
Some of the children have half a dozen of these lovely 
birds in their hands Their game is to tie to the tails a 
string to which pieces of paper are knotted, like the tail of 
a kite , then to throw the birds into the air and see how 
far they can fly 

Usually they cannot get far , after strugglmg with 
hard beating wings for a dozen yards they come thud- 
ding to earth, to be thrown up into the air again for 
another helpless struggle for freedom 

One of them falls at the Spirit’s feet She picks it up 
and m a burst of compassion pulls the encumbermg string 
from us tail to give it liberty But the bird can no longer 
fl) , It lies panting m her hand, its limpid brown eyes 
dazed with pom Sne strokes the blue \eJ\et of its back 
and murmurs her pit) o\er it , and the small brown boy 
who was us tormentor comes and stands before her, 
looking into her face with uncomprehending eyes The) 
have no sense of cruclrv, these Berbers and Arabs , pain 
and suffering m others docs not touch them 

The sight of these birds being tortured in play fills 
us with anger, vet we know wc can do nothing about it 
The Spirit, still tcndeilj sttokmg the dazed swallow, 
talks to Its former tormentor m a tone that w ould wring 
pity from stone , but the boy understands neither her 
words nor her compassion Her effort to touch his heart 
with pity IS wasted 

“ If I tank save them all,at least I can keep this one,” 
she saj s, and retains it as wc walk on 
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But the bo> follou s after us, talking m his O'cpn dialect 
I gather that we have stolen his bjrd.sol gne him a few 
centimes and w-ave him au-ay 

Before M c ha\ c gone far a dozen children are clamour 
mg round us, holding out hands full of birds I suggest 
that ue bu) and liberate them So we take the captives 
from each child in turn, paying a feu centimes for them, 
and release them The children stare at us m wonder , 
they cannot understand why ue should pay money for 
something nhich we throw away 

Around the entrance to the /itar the ground is htteied 
witli dead bluebirds As \tc approach uc are greeted bt 
three or four u hite bearded eJaers u ho sit in the shade of 
theualls The massneuooden doors that once guarded 
the \ illage in the days before the French created law and 
order are thtoun back, falling into dilapidauon now tlut 
they are no longer needed for proteaion 

Pausing before the old men, who stare at us with 
grate solemn eyes, ue ask in Ftencli if it is permitted to 
enter They understand ouc meaning but not out 
words, for they ansucr m ibcir own dialect, and with 
gestures of their bros^n bony hands nave us inside 
Henceforth they display not the faintest interest m us, but 
contmuc their silent contemplationof the outside world 
VTc enter an open space u here a few asses and scraggy 
horses are tethered before crude mud built mangers On 
the far side tuo tunnel like entrances lead into the village, 
the home of five hundred or mote people We pass mto 
one of these, and immediately wc are in darkness. The 
place IS like a rabbit warren The mud houses of two 
storeys are built over narrow alleys laght penetrates 
only at intervals through small open spaces which the 
builders have left as by an afterthought between an 
occasional pair of houses It is a silent, mysterious u orld, 
m which dim figures whose features we cannot see pass 
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noiselessJy, startling us by their sudden presence, disap- 
pearing into the gloom as uncannily as they emerged 
Ctitious sounds come from either side of us faint 
scrapings, a dull thump, an odd Iwind of grunt, and our 
nerves are beginning to fray a little when the reason for 
these sounds is suddenly made clear by a terrifying, 
maniacal bellow which deafens and reverberates in the 
confined space — the braying of a donkey We realise 
that the lower parts of these houses arc reserved for the 
animals, while the people live above 

Further on, when we have passed agam through a 
shaft of light into the darkness, ue are arrested by a lov 
monotonous growling almost at our feet We stand, I 
confess, with heart beats accelerated and a chilly feeling 
dov-n the back of our necks I confess, too, that our 
instinct v^s to turn and run Wc felt that something was 
there ready to attack if ue moved on , and as we strained 
our gaze into the darkness wecould faintlydiscem themove- 
ment of something greyish on the ground six feet ahead 
I feel the Spirit dutching my atm 
“ Shall ue go back > ” 1 ask 

“ No, It might attack then,” she says breathlessly 
“ Strike a match ” 

While I am fumbling with the box a voice comes from 
the mo% ing greyness, speaking an unintelligible language 
I strike the match, and there, seated in the dust, is an old 
man grinding corn The growling that sent our flesh 
cold was the sound of his primitive mill two lough- 
heun round stones, one set with a small wooden handle, 
which he turns to grind his few handfuls of grain 

He nods to us, blinking up into the matcUight , and 
before the famt yellow gleam fades, carrying him mto 
oblivion, we have tune to catch the gesture of his hand 
invitmg us to pass The mumble of his voice and the 
growl of his millstones follow us 
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“I’ve never been so temfied in my life,” sa)S the 
Spmt 

By the time we have groped our way for sixty yards 
or so, the shafts of light from above become more fee 
quent, so that we can sec around us At mtervals in the 
rough mvd trails there are doors, each of which marks 
(he entrants to a house 

There is no sign of life as we pass these doors , jet 
once or twice, when we glance behind us, we catch sight 
of a dun face or two peering our, only to disappear when 
they see that thej have observed Although we 
seem to he alone m this uncanny warren, it is evident 
that our presence is not passing unobserved 
I stop suddenly and quote 

“ Like one who ou a lonely road. 

Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And having once looked round, goes on 
And turns no more his bead 
Because he knows a frightful 6end 
Doth close behind him tread ' 

“ I feel rather like that myself,” says the Spirit , fot 
the lines of Coleridge come verj near to expressing our 
emotions xn (his strange world of darkness and sii^ce 
We know there is life around us, behind us, yet it is shy 
and hidden, reluctant to reveal itself \Vc know, too, tliat 
we are being followed, not by a fnghtful £end, but by a 
group of ngged children who remain at a distance and 
hirk round comets When we pause, tiiey are arrested , 
u hen v e move ou, th^ continue the advance 

At last we come to an open space where the full hght 
of day pours in and the sunlight rails on us like a blessing 
'Hus is evidently a village square Here is a little white 
box like domed house, tomb of a marabout or local holy 
man, before which several bearded old men sit on theit 
haunches chanting prayers or asking boons 
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In life these fuarabonts ha^ c a strong and often danger- 
ous influence over the tril>es They are credited with 
special knov.lcdge bestowed on them by Allah They 
dabble in local politics, and m the bad old days when clan 
raided clan they played an important part in the councils 
of the elders They dispensed propaganda among the 
warriors, urging them on to the nght w ith stones design- 
ed to stimulate passions I have heard that in the last war 
with the French, the tribesmen in the remote places of the 
High Atlas held the belief, instilled into them by their 
marabouts, that enemy soldiers had only one eye each in 
their foreheads, and for food liked nothing better than 
human babies eaten loalf raw So primitive were these 
white sa\ages of the mountains that they believed any 
fantasies theit holy men cared to tell them 

A young Berber lounging against a doorway gives us 
a salute and a ‘ Im jour* encouraging us to musc and 
talk w ith him He is a pleasant fellow , w ith a slow, quiet 
smile and light grey eves I tell him we find his village 
aery interesting, very picturesque, which pleases him. 
and when he secs the Spirit peering into the dimness of 
his home he im ites us to enter 

We accept the invitation gladly , and follow him into 
the lower chamber of his mud house It measures about 
fourteen feet by tw clvc A donkey and a goat are tethered 
in separate cornets A mud staitca*=;e about tw o feet wide 
leads upstairs Climbing this with difficulty, we find 
ourselves in another room which has a hard mud floor 
covered by a coloured rug or two, an openuig m one wall 
which serves as a window, and a rough doorway leading 
out to a flat roof in the sunshme The young Berber s 
wife, a pretty creature in nondescript clothes and with a 
coloured handkerchief arranged across her dark hai^ 
stands at one side of the room She is evidently perturbed 
by this unexpected visit, for she smiles frequently and 
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ncrvousl) »hlle wc look around her home standing first 
on one foot, and then on the other 

1 offer our young friend a cigarette The Spirit M 
him his wife is scry bcautifijl a truth which he repeats 
ro her in their own tongue , whereupon she ““ “ 

Sighandlooksshyer&nevc, We ecamine and admu 

her home, w Inch 1 shall not describe, since It has much tne 

Lme appkrancc as the Berber home w e ™=d « 

It IS bare and primitive, without any of 

would ecpcct a young bride lo n, ,here 

of water stand in one corner 

,s no water m the ksar, it must be <= *ed ftTu' SL « 
We step out cn to the fiat roof The f™' f || t 

laid m She sun a couple of --jh S“ee oleS 

rugs, hard couch for a bt»dc ^omen 

thf flat house tops of the '['“=‘8' S"' “^mdmg com 
are idling or at work on their roofs, som S , » 
with primitive scone mills, other go^sipj 6 | stopped 
appearance at once causes a stir, 
al the viUagcrs stare aaoss at the unexpected sight or 

Europeans m their midst ^-rMscfltliehappi 

When we go down again hat mg for 

ness of these two by expressing stiU ° jivmg 
their home, I ask the ^ ? possible to sel 

marabout m the village, and whether it p 

‘"“ycs, says he, but he ts now » 

years to live , a very holv man ^ ^ he will 

be disturbed m his meditations But wc wl n, 
lead us to the old man and warren, and 

Wc set off again through the ccinE out 

presently amvc at a doorway '>““S»‘*ed 
luied in white Out guide s knock is ,''^e ^A brief 
which has in it the tju^ous 5°“”^// At the 

conversation follows, then our ftien 
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top of the stairs we come upon an aged man 

wL stts cross-legged on a rug against the f ^is mud 

chambet His eyes ate dim and sunken 

bleached paichment above his white He mus^ 

nmett years of age or more He mumbles somethmg 

umntelligiblc as his weary old eyes rest on us _ 

“ He asks what it is you wish to know, says 

^”'“'\Vhat A we want, anyway y the Spitit “ks me 
“ I don’t know Better ask for his blessing, P 

'’”so out young Beiber translates to *e°’‘' 
after a lon| sile^nce raises a feeble hand and r^umbte 
again Then he gives a slow, wrary roU of tos h^. 
out fnend says that he has fimshed, h' 
must depart 'Hie Wfjwivff/ is poor, he adds, 
be kindness if we could leave lum a little money 
18 blind, which is a great affliction for a i 

I drop a few ^ancs at the old naan's feet 
scramble down the narrow sta^, leaving the holy 
staring before him with eyes that already seern 
Soon he will be dead, and they will put his b ^ 

of the little Vihite domed houses that rail 
and those who are young men now will ^hei 
kneel before his corpse and pray, as we saw th P 7 
out there in the ksar^ and women w ill ask his 
giant them the boon of children . MnViamma, 

Our young friend, who tells us his name is 
walks with us through the ksar back to 
where the elders stiU sit m the shade fof cSlout 
peace of the palm grove and the distan^ills, w i 
has darkened now to a deep mauve One or 
wears a mauve djellab and hood He is a naagni ^ 

of Berber, with fierce blue eyts and the 
puzzled, rather resentful amntil The Spirit is P 
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anxjous to paint him. and we ask Alohamina if such a 
thing would be possible 

He IS the brother of my father,” he answers, “ I 
will ask him,” 

Whereupon the two hold long converse together 
At first the old man is truculent He shakes his head, his 
speech is vigorous, and »r is evident that he is tefijsmg 
our tei^est But his nephew persists, and presently it 
seems that the old man js becoming tractable 

“ I have told him that you hate received the blessing 

ss)’s ichsc "He snjs chiC 

if the maraboTit wiU suso bless the picture that you make of 
him, then it will be well ” 

” Can that be arranged ^ ” 

“ I think It is possible I wiU speak to the mrahout 
and tell him that you are good people who will help him ” 
A little bribery, it seems, « all that is necessary to 
circumvent the deaees of Maliomct But 1 warn the 
Spirit that she is preparing for herself grave comphea 
tions m her After Life It is said that when Mahomet was 
asked the reason for his objection to the arts, he replied 
that on the Judgment Day Allah would commana the 
artists to gn e life to the figures they had made “Ihis, he 
intimated, would put the artists in great distress, for who 
can give life but Allah himself ^ 

‘^ni take the nsk,” says the Spirit “ If the marabout 
puts matters right with Allah for a few francs, I don't see 
why I should worry You see hovusrful it is to befriend 
with a saint ” 

So It 18 planned We arc to return to begin the picture 
in the morning, and meanwhile Mohamma wm have 
whispered his words of temptation in the ear of the holy 
man We shake hands with the old chief and his fnendly 
nephew before we set off to the bungalow of M Berujon 
After another of his excellent dinners we walk through 
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the dark town to the caf^ where we had promised to meet 
the young German Legionaite It is a dingy little place, 
but the only one that Ksar es Souk can offer A few 
battered tables and uncomfortable chairs ate set out under 
Its arched colonnade of mud Our Legionaite is sitting 
there with three companions, all German, who rise and 
greet us with stiff little bows They ha\ c a bottle of wine 
between them, and we jom in the round that fimshes it 
before we order another Our friend of the morning is 
rather a serious young man, but his companions are mote 
lively, and presently one of them produces a guitar and 
strums a German air while we talk and drink 

By degrees we learn a little of the past lives of these 
men Our friend tells us that he was a clerk in Hamburg 
before he joined the Legion He tired of the monotony of 
his life, and the urge for adventure was stimulated by 
seeing the ships leaving the port for the distant places of 
the world So one day he too boarded a ship, taking with 
him the litde mone) he had saved , and when that 
spent on a jaunt through Italy and Tunis, he joined the 
Legion as ihe only alternative to returning to the hum 
drum life And now, says he, life is even more monoton 
ous than it was back m Hamburg 

The man who plays the guitar was a student at Hcidel 
berg until his father was killed m a Nazi putsch which 

deprived the son of income, so that his umvcrsity education 

came to an end , and because of the bitterness he felt for 
the rulers of his own country he left to seek a hvmg else 
where, and so drifted into the Legion 

The third man is a seaman, the fourth gives no infor 
mation about himself, so we may presume that his 
IS of a kind that merits secrecy He is the toughest of the 
four, with a hard mouth and a wary eye, and he takes no 
part in the conversation , 

Presently the guitanst stnkes up a German student s 
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song, relic of hjs daj s of prcwpenty, and two of Iiis com 
panioas join in the singing , the fourth, the sccrcu% c 
fellow lemamsmutcdrmlvingstcadily smol^ginccssantl) 
He has the tajard” says out fiicnd 
Now k cajard is the mental malady which at times 
afHicts all Legionaircs It is aoompotiad of black depres 
Sion and sullen rage, fed by a monotonous life, by memo- 
ries, by loneliness, by remorse and regrets and know ledge 
of opportunities wasted in the past In the grip of It 
cojerd a man is no longer responsible for his actions , he 
w lU tmarrel, he w ill fight, he will desert, he wiU cv en take 
his lilc "nils sullen fellow looks to us as though he is 
ready for any devilment The more he drinks, the mote 
sullen he gtows But he cannot damp the rising spirits 
of the others, who are now in full song They insist that 
I too shall gii e them a song and though I am no vocalist, 
with the Spirit’s assistance I manage ‘ widdicombe Fair ” 
with tolerable results 

So the c^ ening passes pleasantly enough w iih these 
strangely assorted companions, and it is late when they 
cscon us back to the hotel, where we have to rouse hi 
Berujon’s negro guardian from hi$ hard couch beside the 
front door b«orc wc can go to bed 
4 

Mohamma and his uncle arc waiting for us at the 
entrance to the har w hen w c arrive at eight o’clock next 
morning The old man is gnm and fierce as ever, but he 
seems to be resigned to lus fate Mohanuiu tells us that 
all IS well, the marabout has promised to gitc his blessing 
lo the picture, so we can now proceed 

He IS an excellent sitter, this old chief, for he lus all 
that oriental placidity and resignation which makes the 
perfect model For two hours or irorc he squats here 
at die entrance of lus \ illagc, mot mg scarcely a muscle , 
tnodcHmg is no stnm to wj^ so tiut he never needs a 
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rest He treats the business of being painted with a 
supreme indifference which is not, however, shared by the 
rest of the village Soon the Spirit is the centre of a crowd 
of fifty or more people who hem her in on all sides 
There is the inevitable crowd of half naked brown Arab 
and Berber children, shy girls from the ksar^ women carry- 
ing on their shoulders their great amphoras of water ftom 
the river, bearded old men of solemn mien and courteous 
manners — all must join the crowd to see this magical 
reproduction of the grim old chief 

When the picture is finished about noon the old iMn 
takes his first look at it He studies it for a while, makes 
some comment which we do not understand, and dis 
misses the matter Mohamma, who is himself dcUghtcd 
with It, tells us that his uncle approves, and it will now W 
necessary to take it to the marabout So the four of us set 
off mto the ksar^ followed by the crowd, which waits out- 
side when we enter the holy man’s hovel and climb the 
narrow stairs The old chief has some talk with me 
marabout, then Mahomma lays the still wet canvas at rus 
feet The bimd man raises his palsied hands and makes a 
few passes over the picture which he cannot see , he 
mutters a few sentences, and the trick is done The ptc 
tute IS blessed by the holy one It is sanctified It can 
bring no harm to the old chief 

‘^How much for the blessing^ ” I ask Mahomma 
“ Whatever you wish,” he says 
“ Ten francs ^ ” I hazarded 
“ Whatever you wish,” he repeats 
So I give the old man his francs and we scramble ou 
of the presence 

“A very cheap blessmg, I call it,” says the 
who IS so pleased with her mommg’s work that I thm^ 
she would have paid ten times the price if it had 
necessary Before we leave the ksar I give ten francs also 
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to Mohamma for his trouble He accepts it with a quiet 
” mera bien,” and ticjxut widia mutu^ promise to 
again before we leave Ksar cs Souk 

A charming fellow, Mohamma He belongs to the 
race of southern Berbers whom the Arabs call the Chleuh, 
the cast out folk , but the Chicuhs call themselves the 
Amazaght, or noble people, since they consider them 
selves superior to the Arabs who overran their country 
and conquered all except the fistnesses of the Atlas moun 
tains And indeed there is a nobility m tlic bearing of 
these wild people which well justifies their name 

They v.etc happy days that we spent among them, 
wandermg through the palm groves or by the exuberant 
waters of the Ziz , bathing somctiraes m its blue pools , 
or exploring the m) steries of the great Arw/r built every 
half mile or so along ns banks Each of these walled 
fortress villages is a self goieminc community, very 
jealous of us independence, carcfiiUy guarding and 
tending the precious land around it from which comes 
the sp^e living of the people 

One day v luie the Spirit sat painting on the blue and 
white shore two little boys approached and hung around 
at a distance They seemed to be shy of approaching too 
near , so prcbcnU) I produced two apples from our 
lunch bag and held them up invitingly "nie boys came 
forward wanly, as though they suspected some tnck , 
they were like animals tmt arc not sure of the intentions 
of their coaxet WTien they were consinccd that I had no 
evil designs thej came up and took tlic fruit, sat down 
near us to watch the operatton of painting and talked to 
us One was a hunchbadi. with a dark sun and features 
tliat suggested a negro somewhere in his ancestry , but 
he had large lustrous browm ejes and a bright intelligent 
countenance with an expression of great gentleness, a 
characteristic that was shared by his companion 
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When our friendship u as well established they became 
very attentive The hunchback was solicitous of the 
Spirit’s comfort He removed stones from the spot where 
she stood and helped her to shift her easel His friend 
went off to gather some of the mau\e and blue flowers 
that grew among the rocks, and presented them to us 
The bojs spoke fluent French, and soon the talk 
turned to work What did they intend to do when thc\ 
grew up ^ I asked, wondering what would be a Berber 
boy’s equivalent to an English boy’s passion for engine 
dming or aeroplane piloting The hunchback’s friend 
said he wanted to be a soldier w ith a gun , but the hunch 
back’s ambition was to be a teller of stones 

Now this w as interesting, and I encouraged the bo\ 
to tell us more of his ambition 1 reminded him of 
Mahomet’s belief that nothing is mightier than a fain 
tale told by a w ise nun, and of how the Prophet would 
lean against the trunk of a palm tree and put his messages 
m the form of fairy talcs There was a great art, I told 
him, in the telling of talcs, and the teller gamed mucli 
honour and sometimes money, as I had seen m the cities 
of the north where he had nc%er been 

With this encouragement he offered rather sbjl'^ 
tell us a story, so the tlircc of us sat in a scmKircIc before 
him w hilc he spun tus ronunce in his own language He 
spoke well, improsing as he warmed to the tale, and uwu 
many gestures to illustrate his points The story, his 
friend said, w as about a wjckca djirn with one j 
terrible dttrn that haunted the mountains and frightened 
the people, until one day it was destroy cd by ay oung m^m 
of great courage and many arts We did not gather cxa«i) 
how the «^;rr was destroyed, but took it for granted that 
the method must lusc betm effective \Xhcn he lud 
finished I gav c him a franc’s w orth of encouragement He 
looked at the com in his hand w ith a kind of w onderment 
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JQ his bright eyes, then gazed up at me with unspoken 
gmitudc It was his fiist earning as a story teller 
Perhaps in the days to come be may be seen in the 
places of Meknes and Rabat holding the interest of the 
crowds with his talks, who knows ^ 

Then there were pleasant afternoons spent in the 
garden of the Commandant, whidi tuns beside the rivet 
Roses climb over its blue pergolas, oleanders and gerani- 
ums of vivid hues grow exuberantly in the shade of its 
trees And there were peaccfiil afternoons when we stayed 
m our rooms working to escape the heat of the sun It 
■u as on such an afternoon that M Berujon gave us one of 
his shocks 

He tapped on the door, burst tn, and m that startling 
hoarse whisper of his said 

“ Pardon, monsieur, pardon, la maison est cass6 ” 
We sprang to our feet, c:^>ecting the walls to come 
tumbling in on top of us Behind M Berujon stood two 
tail bearded Arabs m white 
“ Casse 5 ” I csdaimed 

“ Oui, e’est cassd,” he whispered, pointing excitedly 
mto a for corner of the roof 

We stated up, but could sec nothing except a small 
brown stam on the white muslm whidi was stretched 
across the beams that held the mud and wattle roof to 
serve as a ceding 

M Berujon explained Tlic house was broken, and 
he had brought the builders along to look at it 

It was a shameful thing, be said, that his new hotel 
should have a leak in the loof, fust because there had 
recently been a shower of ram 

You must realise that ram seldom falls m these 
regions, otherwise these mud houses could not long 
survive The roofs are drained pnmmvdy by a wooden 
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channel which projects through a hole in the wall 
The two Arabs bowed their way in, inspected the 
devastation, were deeply and sorrowfully concerted, 
promised that it should be remedied and would never 
happen again, w ere at a loss to understand how it could 
ha\e happened at all — but, really, what could ) 0 u 
expect when ram inconsiderately fell ? — and departed 
with many regrets for the disturbance 

It was w ith real regret that we parted from Beni 
jon to continue our journey He had made us happy m 
his pleasant bungalow \Vc lo\cd the peace and fricndh 
ness of this tow n of the oasts, w here the tempo of life is 
restrained and men hat c time to be Jaay and dream in the 
aun If cter I want to escape from hfe, I think 1 shall go 
and live with M Berujon 



OfiPTER 8 

Tills of a Mnry Jo mey — U-'m/l* bi(/j a Coat — Purswt 
by a CoJVtl — iabarM Jnj at Honit — A Barmans — 
Pais mg RaM — Dtnrtr asth a Ijiionaire — Lnchd tn 
for the Night — The l^st Bus lo tie Sahara 


The pale white light of dan n is l>eginning to throw 
the hills into black cardboard silhouettes when we Icatc 
M Berujon to catch a bus at fitc a m for Elrfoud A1 
ready there is a stir of life m the town Some of tlie roads 
through uhich we pass arc littered with small bisouac 
tents tn which Arab and Berber traders Imc spent the 
night, candles and charcoal bruicts dowing at their 
entrances are the only iHominaiion in the town The air 
IS cold befote sunti'c, so that we arc gbd to crowd info 
the bus with a doaen men of the Legion 

Es^cept fot a Berber gul with a weqiing c>c, they are 
out only fellow tratcllcn on this joumey, and a merry 
crew they proictobc Five of them arc fWichmcn four 
German, two Czech and one Russian When the bus 
starts they produce bottles of wine and Jong French loarcs 
and cheese, and insist tim we shall share their breakfast 
So wc trundle away into the wilderness at dawn sipp n” 
raw red wire and eating goat's milk cheese 

The merriest of the patty is a young corporal w ho is 
for crer laughing and fOKing He makes a fine dispUi of 
love making to tlie Beilicr girl oi^ennp her w rh hand to 
heart a paper flower which he takes fmm hj cap , wh ’e 
she, laughing, hides her face and perpetually dal« a* die 
etc ilut wtU not cease from weepmp Tlierc is a tuf'i It 
of Calk and laughter that deafens in tl’C confined space of 
the bus 
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The driver, too, is a lively and garrulous fellow. His 
trouble is that he cannot talk without incessant and elab- 
orate gesturing, so that he seldom has two hands on the 
wheel at the same moment. Sometimes to illustrate a 
point in his talk he must gesture with both hands at once, 
while the bus continues its way unperturbed by this lack 
of attention. 

I ask the merry corporal the inevitable question — 
whether there are any Englishmen in his company. There 
IS one, he says, and mentions the man’s name ; and a very 
popular fellow he appears to be, since he receives an 
allowance of two hundred francs a week from his family 
in England. I gather that this lucky man is generous with 
his wealth, and provides many a satisfaaory evening 
among the “ earthquakes.” 

The corporal says he belongs to the mounted section 
of the Legion Every two men have a mule between 
them When they are campaigmng they take turns in 
riding and walking, and so in a day’s march can cover 
forty to fifty miles He says he is taking his men to 
Erfoud, where they will collect their mounts before 
passing out into the bledy the country, for a few week s 
patrolling. 

The sun has risen now, and the barren wilderness of 
rock through which we pass glows red-brown in the 
slanting rays, and the distant hills change from purple 
to rose Presently m the distance the colour of the land 
changes to a bright yellow. 

“ It’s the real desert at last,” says the Spmt. 

And so It seems. Soon we plunge along a track tliat 
runs through billows of sand, which rises in long surges 
to crests that glisten in the mormng light and sinks >n 
troughs where a man could hide in the shadow. It has 
exquisite curves and contours. Breezes play over its 
surface, drawing little wisps and eddies into the air. 
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whete the sunlight turns it into yellow spray A mile or 
so further on the sand ends abruptly and tv e are back in 
the rocky uildemcss, nhefe there is no more genuine 
desert 

It is a disappointment, and I remark on this pheno 
menon to our corporal, who explains that the sand has 
been brought there from the desert by storms i^parent- 
I> some peculiar formation of the land and the lu£ creates 
a channd through tvhicb the air currents pass until they 
reach this region, where they are no longer able to carry 
the sand, so deposit »t here, making a mmiatutc desert 
m the wilderness 

The shattering truth about the Sahara, as we were 
later to learn, is that only about a tenth of it is sand 
The remamder is like this barren rocky county through 
which we have been passing with ranges of low hSs 
and plains of brown stone In the centre of the Sahara 
lies a range of mountains comparable with those of 
Swirzerlano, whose peaks carry snow through half the 
5 ear And oases are no mere puddles fringw by a few 
stragcimg palms, but fertile regions sometimes hundreds 
of miles in extent There is plenty of water in the desert, 
fifty or sixty feet down, as the sinkers of artesian wells 
hasc discos cred 

Another illusion which we have lost concerns the 
temperature of the desert By day, it is true, the heat is 
blistering , but the nights are frigid, and we shiver 
under the thickest of coats When the sun has gone, 
and the cold w md blow s strong across the wastes, we ^ow 
that those torrid desert nights wlovcd of romanticnovel 
lists and film producers wxre bom in the imagination 

Now we are again in the valley of the Ziz, where the 
palms grow beside the water, and yellow ksoiir raise their 
tall walls and towers As we approach one of 
these villages there is a great to-do at the entrance A 
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tall lean old Berber is >vaving us to a st^dsdl EoUo^ 
a palaver with the driver, after which the old rnan darts 
bik into the ksar and presently returns struggling vio 
lently with a large goat He wants to take it to 
but the goat has other inclinations Evidently it would 
rather stay at home, and shows its preference 
Its owner, getting tangled up in ms flowing djtUab an 
bringing him to the ground , 

Cheers from our Legion companions, who watch the 
struggle with enthusiasm while urging on the goat 
further conquests . . 

At last the old man manages to grapple with the go 
at dose quarters After a little in fighting he lifts it boddy 
Its forelegs are round his neck, its hind 
waist, while its head peers round the side of his , 
Thus the old man and his captive mount the step lad 
to the roof of tlie bus where, if we arc to judge by t 
thumping and bumping above out heads, the 
continued with unabated vigour When the bus s 
again we can watch the fight in shadow thrown on 
desert by the sun It seems for a while that 
w inni ng again, until at last the old man gets an efle 
stranglehold on his opponent, so bringing this 
all in wrestling to an end He spends the rest o 
journey lying on the conquered animal to keep 
quiet 

On the roof w^e now have four Berbers, one 
a dozen fowl, and numerous bags of grain in addition 
other luggage Luckily our own baggage is ^ 

the back of the vchide, otherwise it might not have 
well amid the wrestlers All these diversions have g 
our driver a good deal to talk about with 
hands, so that the bus enjoys frequent spells of li 
wherein it behaves in its usual exemplary manner ^ 
fess that at first I feel a httlc nervous of this erratic dii &« 


* 7 * 



BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 


but since nobody else seems to worry I gradually get 
back m> confidence in the whicle’s good sense 

After sixty miles of this tough tiavellmg, \\c rattle 
into Erfoud, chief town of die oasis of the Tafilalet, land 
famed for its dates and dust storms and merciless sun 
shine, cradle of the Alaouiles, whose dynasty in the past 
ruled the u hole of Morocco 
1 

It IS no later than nine a m , we are parched for coffee, 
and we set off through the town in search of a cafe The 
roi^h streets have much the same aspect as those of Ksar 
es Souk, they are u tde between the low flat red boxes of 
houses, planned m definite lines like an American city , 
but they arc improved by the introduction of pale green 
tamaimds Outside every low dooiw ay one of these trees 
flourishes, giving cool shade to the fanulics who come 
out of their homes and squat during the heat of the daj 
They ate a good looking race of people here , dark 
skinned, halfnegcoid, many of them, but friendly and 
ready to go out of their wav to help us 

We mid mo cafes in the majn square of the town 
■Iliey are barren, barrack like places One glories in the 
name of C^e Glacitr, the other of Hotel et Cafe de la 
Palmeraie We choose the second, because it sounds more 
imposmg A negro greets us ui the bate room, where 
there is a counter made of pink cement mto which col 
oared pebbles from the river bed have been pressed to 
make a pattern He puts out a rickety table and chairs 
for us under the arched colonnade, receives our request 
for coffee, bread and butter with a very worried expres 
Sion on his face, and proceeds to execute the order 

First he has to run out for milk Then he must send 
a boy helter skelter for butter When these things arnvc 
the coffee is tepid, the bread like rock, the butter ranad 
We feed the bread and butter to a litde hunchback boy 
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who lurks half naked round our table, murmuring 
pleadingly but with an engagmg smile for something to 
eat There seem to be a good manj hunchback children 
m these parts This child is a bit of a humourist , he 
smacks his lips, rolls his eyes, rubs his tumm>, and grins 
when he has finished, a proceeding which is more clo 
quent to us than his unintelligible w ords I suppose he 
seldom en)oys such a treat as rancid butter 

On one side of the square where we sit is the walled 
entrance of the Foreign Legion barracks and the local 
court of justice or administration, where groups of white 
robed shetks and eaids squat around in the shade awaitinc 
the hearing of their claims Tlie other side is occupied 
by the low arched facade of the souL Hither we wander 
when we have paid for out cofTcc 

We find all the usual commodities needed to keep life 
m the human body, but little else There arc grains and 
rock salt and chunks of meat black with flies, spices and 
herbs, dates packed m goatskin but no silks or satins, 
nothing for the adornment of the body There are signs 
of great poverty here, and the people arc ragged, and shy 
like untamed animals 

The Spirit finds some name dishes made of woven 
rushes, roughly patterned with black, which mtngue her 
so much that she buys one It costs her only a franc, 
which IS proof of the poverty of these people the dish, 
closely woven and three feet m circumference, must have 
cost some man or woman at least a day’s labour, for 
which three halfpence seems poor pay , 

When she finds herself among peasant made 6°°^^ 
there is no holding back the Spirit , she will buy up halt 
a market unless I restrain her with a reminder that we 
have no pantechnicon with us 

It was while she was enjoymg herself in the n^ket 
that we saw the baby camd It stood beside its lofty. 
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contemptuous mother, looking like something out of a 
Oinstmas toy bazaar It isras a delicious creature, three 
feet m height, fluffy and ingenuous, uith an expression 
of intense surprise on its face 

Of course the Spirit most needs go across to pet it , 
whereupon the parent camel betravs a most aggressive 
maternal mstmet and an ill temper vi.hich is the charac- 
teristic of all camels She stares doun haughtily for a 
moment, then tvith a grunt and a bubbling snarl and a 
swoop of her long neck she comes across at the Spirit 
with bared teeth 

The Spirit gises one startled glance at those jctlow 
inasors, large as piano kejs, before she flees, with the 
camel in long legged pursuit, and its infini uttering 
bleating cries as it follows mother Across the market 
the Spirit runs, dodging round the smaU piles of mer- 
chaooise, tvhich the camel, having no such scruples 
about other people’s property, scatters uith her hoo>C8 
There is a hubbub in the maKet and a running of many 
feet , and the pursuit is arrested only tv hen ns ouncr, a 
gaunt bfOTvn old Arab, charges up and fetclics mother a 
whack across the snout with his staff, xi lule he sciaes her 
halter W'hcreupon the camel utters a final snarl before 
turning her attentions to her offspring, w ho takes the 
opporutnitj to find consobtion and nourishment in the 
manner of all babies 

The danger ov cr, we join in the laughter that sweeps 
through the matket Tlicse people have a simple sense 
of fun, and they have appreciated this diversion The 
camcitect c^laitis at great length and in lus own tongue 
the reason for his beast’s hostility Wc do not un<}er- 
stand, but whatever the explanation nuy be, the Spint 
has one of her own 

“ I’m sure It’s ms hair again,” she says ** If (his sort 
of thing goes on I snail have to hide it under a turban ” 
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I think that we in England have a good many illusion 
about the camel, fostered no doubt by happy childhood 
experiences at the Zoo If you would know the truth 
about this oddly conceived creature, I will tell you that 
he IS invariably ill tempered, stupid, stubborn and un 
grateful When he decides that work is not congenial 
he can be more stubborn than a thousand mules He is 
untamed and untameable Neither the mangy broi^ 
creature that is the sole capital of the poor trader nor the 
magmficent aeam-colourcd mebara, me racing camel ot 
the Tuareg, will ever be your friend 

But without him the acsert dweller would be lost, for 
he provides his matster with porterage, clothes, shelter, 
milk and often food Camels hump stewed is a great 
delicacy The best camels can travel fifty miles in a dayi 
and live four days without water His wool is woven into 
tents, his dung is used for fires, and he lives to a ripe oW 
age of forty five or more But if you uant something on 
which to lavish >our affection, pray do not pick upon a 
camel 

When we leave the market we walk through street 
where the windovlcss houses arc washed with nale ros 
colour and hav e doors of lemon yellow At the door 
ways and under the tamarinds sit women and girls 
mg magnificent costumes of a kmd we have not seen 
baore durmg our journey tj, 

The most prominent feature is the headdress 
consists of an enormous roll of wool shaped like a sa 
loy, curved across the head from ear to ear, 
with striped red silk The head beneath is shaved 
mous metal earrings, some of them ten or twelve inc 
m circumference, hang from the ears, and are so 
that they have to be supported by a chain passing o 
the head Their dresses ate in vivid greens and 
they wear white aprons finely embroidered in red 
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One of the these g»ds thious us some Jaughing re- 
marks as we pass, and this gives us an excuse to stop and 
investigate I w’ant to take her phonograph The girl is 
wnllmg to pose, but asks first how much I wiU give her 
I offer a franc No, she says, that w ill not do , two francs 
All tight, two francs No, three francs, she adds Two 
francs, say I, making a gesture to put my camera away 
All tight, two francs, and the money in advance. 

Now we are surprised at this bargaining spirit, for we 
have not encountered it since we left the aotthem atics 
on ihe other side of the Atlas \\ hen the photograph is 
taken the Spirit asks the girl what her dress rcpicsents, 
what tribe, what race , and she tells us that it is the dress 
of tlie Saharan Jews 

“ I’ve got to paint this gwl,” says the Spint “ I’ve 
never seen such a magnificent costume ” 

When we broach the subjea to this gul, whose name 
wc learn later is Rahcl, she runs back into the house, 
excitedly displa) mg het two francs, and a moment later 
brings out tnc whole family Her father is an elderly 
bearded man in black gawrdinc and skull cap, bet 
mother an ample Jewess wcatiog a costume similar to 
that of her daughter , there is a brother as w ell as several 
) oung sisters The rest of the street’s inhabitants, seeing 
tjie exatement, also emerge, and soon we are the centre 
of a crowd of 'ome sixty people 

The father speaks only a JitUc French, but it is enough 
to enable him to bargain How much will we give to 
make a picture of lus daughter > 

“ How mudi IS she worth^ ’* I ask the Spint 

“ Better start low,” she sa)s ” Tins looks as though 
It Will be a tough job ” 

I begin by suggesting, firmly and dcasivcl}, five 
francs 

Rahel laughs her dcnsioo Herfathershakes his head, 
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^reads his hands and explains tlut Rahel will be taken 
from her work, which is lacc-making for the souks of 
Fez and Marrakech, and her work is worth more than 

five francs, it is worth twenty-five francs for the afternoon 

After much argument we compromise at fifteen francs, 
about one and tenpcncc, and I think Rihel is well pleased 
with the bargain 

When we have brought our luggage from the bus 
office and engaged rooms at the CaK Glacier, we return 
to the Jewish house, where I spend a lazy afternoon sitting 
on vivid red rugs on the floor with Rahel’s family while 
the Spirit works outside It is a pleasant house, consisting 
of a courtyard and several rooms with hard earth floors, 
whitewashed walls and practically no furniture The 
father tells me he is a trader m doths, and goes frequently 
to Marrakech, the metropolis of the south, m the eoutsc 
of his business Once a year the whole family go with him 
for diversion He is knowledgeable in the history of his 
race, and tells us that the Saharan Jews are descendants of 
the tribe of NaphtaJi His ancestors came to Africa from 
Tarshish and Aleppo in the sVups of the Phoenicians, who 
had colonies all round the coast of hforocco They fled 
from the conquest of Shalman«cr the Assyrian From 
the coast they spread through the Dra and the Sous and 
the Tafilalct to the borders of the Sahara and beyond, 
until now there are many thousands of the people of 
Naphtali in the land 

While we talk, Rahel is having the time of her life out in 
the street She has been chosen above all others to bepamt- 
ed into a picture, she is the centre of interest, and she 
is making the most of her brief glory before the envious 
eyes of her neighbours But she is a restless model, and 
must constantly be running over to see how the picture is 
progtessmg \(ljen it is finished she daps her hands excit- 
edly and for a moment forgets to ask for her fifteen francs 
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Then the painting must be displayed for the inspec- 
tion of the uhole street before ne ate allowed to take it 
away And then wc mast be followed down the street 
out of the ghetto, which men call me//ab^ by a crowd of 
women ana children clamouring for their photographs 
to be taken for the sum of two francs, one franc, nft) 
centimes, anything 

It w^s through the sentry at the gates of the Foreign 
Legion camp that we met Lcgionaire Smith I call mm 
Smith, because I know that he does not wish his real 
name to be known The sentry told us that there were 
two Englishmen in the corps at Erfoud, one would 
shortly be returmne from a working party outside the 
camp If vre waited ten or fifteen minutes wc might sec 
him 

We tried to pick out the Englishman as the company 
marched srnartl) across the sgxiarc through the gate, but 
he might hare been any one of the score of men The 
sentry foUovt cd them in, and presently Lcgionaire Smith 
came out 

He was a good looking, well built fellow of about 
twenty seven, w ith blue eyes and the quiet \ oice of a man 
of culture He shook hands with us, looking a little shy 
Wc asked him to come across to the cafe for a drink, but 
be had to decline on the grounds that be was not allowed 
out of barracks till sue ©’dock , though be was happy to 
accept our invitation to dinner that evening 

It was a rough and ready dinner that they prepared 
for us in the Guc Glacier — sardines, tinned tomatoes, 
rissoles, tough mutton, lentils, cheese, dates and wme — 
but the best they can do in these pans Tlicre is no gtccn- 
sru/f, since ram lias not fallen at Eifoud for fi\c years 
But Lcgionairc Smithcn;ojcdjtwcllcnough,and been 
joyed even more the chance of talkingto English strangers 


*79 
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There was one other Englishman with him,* he said, 
but after a year of association they couldn t find mu™ 'O 
talk about between themselves. In the comse of fi 
evemng we learned a good deal about Sml*. He bclon„ 
ed to a county fanuly m the Midlands. He had 
subaltern in a famous English regiment, which he n 
been obliged to quit because, as he eaplamed, 
clmiate became a little unhealthy for him ,, 

us, however, that it was for no criminal act. well, 
seemed there was nothmg for it but that he shomd 
tlnue soldiering, so he joined the legion. He naa 
four years of it, and would be free in a year s tim^ 
confirmed all we had already learned about the hard M 
monotonous life, but added that for him the worst pan 
of it was the complete lack of mental occupation, 
mind had slipped back so badly that he now could not 
do the simpkst calculation without wotkmg it out 
paper At first he had been one of the rebellious recruits 
find had landed himself more than once in detcntiom 
His parents used to send him money, but this 
into the mevitable trouble — drink — and so to 
non, and he had asked his parents to stop ‘he all°''^ ■ 
Luckily he had escaped Colomb Bechar, whici 
penal settlement away m the Sahara, where very 

J sequel to th» meetup aftM 

of the Spine’* pictures -were exhibited *t the cubliaty, sever*! 

Art* at Imperial Gallenes, South Kensington In the re*ul P „ Erfoiid 
newspaper* told stones of her adventures in Moto^ snd London 

A few days afterwards she received a le«ct from a f ,«d the 

address, who after spolc^ismg for writing, expired th« ether hus- 

reports of out Visit to Etfoud and was annw to ^ that this 

band, who was sutioncd there We invited her „ had Undo! 

husband was Smith's companion. We was an ^ghsh toIo • ^ It 

in eoropbcauoos with some other wotnai. ‘o h^hbe ^ 

was some months before his wife knew whit E, -0115 siiU 1“ 

now taking divorce ptoceediogs. But w hetber the Ugio" 

with him. %he was eager to know the kind rfhfc he led. and -^etn that « 

was as terrible a place as she had beard We were aUc to reassure 


• There was an 
Some of the S] 
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Legionaifcs arc sent Here everything has to be done 
“ at the double,” and there arc severe punishments One 
of them, which seemed to us exceedingly silly though no 
doubt anno)ing to those on whom it is inflicted, is to 
make the men exercise by rolling over and over on their 
backs with their dinner held m tlicir hands — after which, 
as Legionaire Smith explained, there wasn’t much left 
for dinner 

As for the food, he said, he did pretty well At rii tillc 
each man has coffee, a slice of bread, and a morsel of 
sausage or salami Tlie mam meal, sened at ten thirty 
a m , and knorvn as soupe^ consists of broth, meat and 
vegetables, sometimes a pudding, half a loaf, a pint of 
M me and coffee At fit e o’clock the midday meal js more 
or less rMcated His pay, after his four year’s service, is 
seventy*ffvc francs a liau month, or about five shiUmgs 
a week, which sounds little enough m terms of English 
money, but goes a long vay in Morocco We gather 
that he would be getting more if he had not been m 
trouble earlier in his career with the Legion 

And whit, I asked him, did he imeno to do when he 
left the Legion ? 

He shrugged 

“ Something in the colonics, I expect,” he said with 
a smile “ Isn’t that the traditional dung for a black shc^ 
to do 5 ” 

We were a little sorry for Legionaire Smith, espea- 
ally when we felt his Imgciing handshake at partmg We 
had talked a good deal about England and London, and 
I think he v. as disturbed by the memories we had revived 
I tried to cheer him up icnunding him that he would 
be home m a year 

“ A year’s a long time here,” he said wistfully 
“ Trouble is, one has to live it day by day, and every day 
is like the next If only wc could has e a svr ” 



BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 


When our guest has gone ue have a with the 
\oung Frenchman who runs the CaK Glaacr We 
pliment him on his dinner, which pluses him, and in 
particular we praise the icy coldness of his wine, asking 
whether he has a refrigerator No, no, *^0, monsieur, 
has no refrigerator, no ice, but he has a method v- ni 
IS eager to show to us, and I can recommend it to y » 
for 1 ha^e since tried it with good effect 

He V. raps up every bottle of wine m six feet or tia . 
winding it round until he has produced somctlung t 
looks like a fat mummy Then he soaks the mun^ics 
w atcr and keeps them m a dark cool place Every nou 
so he has water sprinkled over them, and so j 

request a deliciously cold wine m a hot country' ri » 
he points out, retains the cold as w ell as the heat, an 
are not the first to have complimented him on his g 


We ask about our beds, winch we have not 
spected He takes up a large bunch of keys and lead 
out of the cafi We walk about a hundred , 

dark street and he unlocks a door m a blank w^, “S", , 
candle, leads us through a chamber that might be ^ ® ^ 

and up a flight of stairs made of pink mud mixed 
chopped straw, which proves, says the Spirit, 
builders here have not suffered from the j., 

that caused the poor Israelites so much misery 
Pharaoh ,, 

We arc going upstairs to bed I hope you will 
ciatc that this is an unusual proceeding in a country , 
there is seldom an upstairs to go to We emerge on a 
balcony over an open courtyard where a fig tree g 
We have two small iron bedsteads m a mud 
Crete paved room It costs 12 francs or one and sum 

the night We have a wmdow and an iron washstan 

a pitcher of water beside it A piece of mirror is som 
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hitched to one of the ti alls by a cunning manipulation of 
slanting nails 

“ Petit dijtuntr m the morning ^ ” asks our host 

“ Please Early ” 

“ Ah reiojr, monsumr tt madamt Dormi:^ bien^' he 
says, and is gone 

We do, m fact, sleep well — in sole possession of the 
hotel of Cafe Glacier, with the front door locked on the 
outside and nobody to disturb our dreams 

5 

We discover nest day that there is only one more bus 
on the Sahara route It runs every second day to Rissani, 
some thirty miles funhet on into the desert But when 
we reach Rissaiu, we are told, there is nowhere to stay, 
so we must return the same day 

Well, -n e make the journey It is dusty and hot The 
land IS barren and with little interest we have no ad- 
ventures and no encounters worr/iy to be mentronerf 
We see the great katbab of Rissani, meet a caravan of a 
dozen camels laden with merchandise on their way to 
the north, take a photograph or two, and rctuiti 

It was a journey wasted , we should liave done better 
to stay in Erfoud and spend the time exploring the oasis 
But at least it gave us the satisfaction of having reached 
the furthest point southward to which it is possible to 
travel by bus 

Now we must return to Ksar es Souk, where we can 
take a bus w estwatd along the far side of the Grand Atlas, 
into the lands of the great Glaoui, Pasha of Marrakech 
and one of the three Lords of the South 



Chapter 9 

TtUs of lipstick tn the Wilderness — The Jew of the Will»i 
Heart — Butchers' Shops m Trees — Encounter with Emperor 
Jones — Pon er of the Catds — Alarm at Ei ening — 
tm from a Sheikh — Appeasing the Djinns — Donkey Bide 
with Alt Derduri — A Party tn a Mud Castle — Strange 
Wedding by Night — The Pon er of an Apple 


There are no roads now The routes by which we 
travel are called by the French pistes carrossables, tracks 
which can be used for vehicles, but cannot be recoffl 
mended for easy travelling Tliey pass through the same 
barren, yellow brown wilderness or dust and stones which 
I have already described , , 

Sometimes we pass a ksary sometimes the kasbab or a 
local caid, or a mud village deserted and crumbling t 
dust m the blaze of the sun Once we plunge through tn 
shalloia waters of a river, get stranded on its oppo®*^ 
bank and ha^ e to alight to push the vehicle up the slops 
Once we are held up for half an hour on the 
silent plain by a breakdown, which the driver is J 
able to remedy after much cursmg m French and Aisibi 
With the exception of a French girl, our . 

are Arabs and Berbers Now this girl is what the bpm 
calls a dropper She is perpetually losmg things 
IS her glo^ es Then it is her handkerchief Fmally s 
upsets the entue contents of her bag on the floor, an 
there is much scrabbling under seats and among 
recover her possessions Finally she stops the bus, g 
out in the middle of the wilderness, and walks away m 
the empty solitudes as nonchalantly as though she we 
going tor an afternoon’s shopping 



SHEIKH DEHDURI OF TINERHIR WHO OAVE A BANQUET IN 
RETURN FOR THE OIFT OF AN APPLE 

fac niPoeem 
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Wc ate puzzled as to a well dressed, carefully 
made up girl should come all this way to go for a walk, 
in an urunhabited wilderness, and wc seek enlightenment 
from the driver He tells us that she is the wife of an 
officer who is on bnouac with his company away m the 
hills She comes to see him every week bj bus, and is 
driven back at night b) car 

At the next stop an elderly Arab who gets aboard 
finds a lipstick on the floor lie offers it to the Spirit, 
who disclaims ownership So with a gesture of disgust 
he throws it out of the window 

After about three hours hard going v c rest for ten 
ten minutes at Goulmina, a Berber village u ith its walled 
stuh and the inevitable barn like caft for travellers Here 
all the native women are dressed m dark blue, and manj 
have their black hair bobbed, with a fringe low over the 
forehead, giving them a Chinese appearance We lose 
most of out trascliing companions and take aboard a new 
group that includes a hvelj Berber boy of about fourteen 
yca« and his fatliet, a fine type with aquilmc nose and 
glowing brown e)es, dressed in purest white They arc 
evidently people of importance among their own kind, 
proof of whiim is given by the action of a retainer who 
secs them off Before his roaster boards the bus thi's 
sersant bends forward and kisses his shoulder, a sign of 
fealty to his chief 

These two display an undisguised intcrtst in us Thc\ 
lean forward in tncir seats and watch out every gesture 
and mosement Sometimes they smile at us, giving the 
impression of two people watching kittens at play When 
later on 1 produce some tbirst-quenching apples from our 
lag, I offer them to the father and son, w ho each accept 
one w ith a grace and charm of manner that make out ow n 
manners seem crude and latbarous in comparison Each 
produces alongknifcfromundet hisiwTovno peel thcftuit 
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This gift of apples was laterto havcascquelwhtchmadc 
one more pleasant memory for us to take auay from 
Morocco , 

A fcM more hours of weary jolting m the heat, 
plunge through a shallow river, ana w c climb ^ 
Tinerhir, which is to be our resting place for another lew 
days Tire new village, with its military encampment, 
stands on a barren brov»n hiU in a plain arclcd by moun 
tains that are sometimes brown, at other times rose, 
occasionally a deep blue, according to the time of day 
and the angle of the sun Beside this hill runs the stony 
bed of a shallow mountam stream, Oued Todra, its banK 
fringed w ith palm gro\ cs above which rise the towers an 
walls of great hour 

Our bus deposits us at the inevitable red mud bung 
low which IS a little barren cafiJ hotel, whence , 
quick, bright, eager little man m European dotbes t 
IS so eager and smiling and friendly that u e fw at nom 
ev en before we have entered the bate room which , 
as bat and restaurant There is a fine display of 
botdes on shelves behind the rough bar, tiers of tinn 
fruits and vegetables, and a big corner cupboard stocK. 
with more tins , 

He is happy to hear that ^^c arc staying He 
dijeuner ready for us m ten mmutes Meanwhile he ta 
us into a courtyard behind the bar and shovrS us roo 
two bare concrete paved chambers each with a va 
double iron bcdsteaci and a wmdow protected by 
iron grilles We tal e the rooms at fifteen francs the / 

each And then we disco\ et that there arc no keys to 

locks, nor any bolts He seems surprised that ^ 

require to lock our doors , nevertheless he is on h 
busy terrier after a rat, hunting high and low for K y 
He returns with an assortment of all sizes, mos 
them rusty through disuse He tries them all m 
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doors, but none rs fecuve a- - 

» But It IS not r^no dishonest 

sieur and madame, truly }t is not TJeie are no, 
people here, nobody ^me ^ob 

A little uneasily the ^P^^J^^vashstand against 
vowing, however, that shew ^ 

her door when she goes to -t^edcsertoutside 

separateshcrdoor^dthccou^ before a white doth 

^Back in the bar room we Mt ^hile 

spread on the only table wlu f-„und serving lunch 
the vtlUing Uttle man ^ “ mcc which pleases 

He has the spirit of wUmg, g . attitude wbidi 

„s . there IS none of the “vou“ SS that this 

yoi might well expect £ pto 

IS the only restaurant and . ly^ch but cooked 

Not oiy did he and beet- 

It as well , bars d omns of s omelette, macamt au 

root aU fiom tins, a of &osse and 

mm, aisp rolls with j Jj,ffee While we 

Blackwell’s peach in'"' cooked the next and had it 
were eating one couise he ci»k 
prepared to serve wh^ w _„_„u to many a civil 
efficient service he could set an example to many 
ised restaurant I could wrrie nauonality 

We find ourselves “ethmg so free 

tUrhough his Trench >5 ®UOT . * „c 5 ,s he is not a 

and ungrudging about ^5 c“„h hi is brown skinned, 

Moroccan Frenchman, smd aithoug 
he is not an Arab nor a B^cr 

I put the quesuon ^b.” he sajs, dta'siog 

“I am an Israelite of of defiance 

himself up a little proudly and with just a run 
in his manner 

“ Naphtali^” I sugg*^ 

“Naphtali, monsieur 
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“ Wc have some good fnends among the people of 
Naphtah m Erfoud/’ I tell him, to case the slight tension 
I felt my question had caused 

You must know that the Jew is still despised and dis- 
liked by the Arab in Morocco, even though under French 
rule he is no longer persecuted. There was the con- 
sciousness or the memory of this persecution in the 
manner in which our little friend answered my question 
After lunch he insists on taking us down to the 
village He produces a small negro boy to carry the 
Spirit’s painting apparatus He is full of information 
which interests us Among other things, he tells us tha 
two years before there had been a Bcrl^r raid on his bar, 
and that four poeplc had been shot down at the j 
"Yet you say it is safe to sleep without locked 
doors 1 ” says the Spirit 

" Ah, but now, madame, that is all changed ihc 
are no more dissidents now They have learned that 
pays to be peaceful ” j 

Down in the open space beside the towering m 
w alls of the ksar^ with a fringe of oasis palms on one s 
of us and the w ildemess on the other, we w^der 
the busy market Except for one or tw'O details, it is h 
other Saharan markets But its shops are original 
Consider, first, the butcher At one end of the 5*1“ 
stands a tow of stunted dead trees, baked white by t 
sun On their branches the dealer m meat hangs 
goods If you require a chunk of stew mg meat, ora iw 
of fat for boilmg, you make your choice from the m 
likely-lookmg tree, bargain with the butcher, and ca ) 
the goods away with you , . » 

On either side of the square are rows of ‘1“^^^' ^ i- 
structures like large beehives, their domed roofs bui 
light grey mud These too arc shops Inside cac i ^ 
them sits a trader with hts wares spread out beiore 
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on the floor He must be a prosperous trader to afford 
one of these places , out fhend tells us that the rent, 
payable to the eaid, is at least five francs a day, or about 
sevenpence halfpenny 

And now we come upon one of the queerest cafts we 
have yet seen It is built of mud piled up agamst the wall 
It has no particular shape, but is about twelve feet long, 
with an irregular opening for a door and an uneven round 
hole for a wmdow Outside the hole that serves as a 
doorway, pots of delicacies ate stewing on charcoal 
braziers The place reminds us of some gnome’s house 
m an Arthur Rackham illustration for a fairy tale So 
quaint is it that the Spint must sit down there and then 
to make a sketch 

At once we are the ceoue of a modev crowd of 
African types Then from the doorway of this gnome’s 
hut projects a gaunt black head, txhich inspects us for a 
moment before us body emerges as that of an enormous 
negro in a dirtv uhitc robe With a vast grm of delight 
the man shambles towards us, talking c'catcdly, and insists 
on taking out hands and pumpmg them vigorously while 
he thanks us in utuntcUigiblc language for the honour 
Thereafter he stands in the doorway, posmg as Emperor 
Jones might have posed, ignoring possible customers till 
the sketch is fimshed 

Our lew with the Willing Heart now introduces us 
to a lean brown native whom he described as the mhtasib, 
or market o\erseer He is appointed by the local catd, or 
governor He regulates puces, settles disputes, and acts 
generally as a peacemaker This mohtasib gives us a few 
smiling words of greetmg, wishes us happmess m Tmer 
hif, and contmues his rounds 

Now the caid is a powetM man in these regions His 
)ob IS much coveted, for be usually becomes a rich man 
He must, m fact, have a good deal of money before he 
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can become a caid, because a caidship very often goes to 
the highest bidder He is appointed V Grand Vizier 
of the Sultan, who also becomes a very rich man in a very 
short time Now if it costs the caid a good deal of money 
to get his job, he niturallj viants a return, and the only 
\vay to achie%e this is to squeeze the natives I ha\e 
heard that the greed of the catds has been curbed to a large 
extent by the French, but still the) have many opportuni 
ties to dun the poor, which must always be the ^ 

country where corruption has for so long been the kev 
note of government , 

The surrounds himself with his own people, v-n 
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There arc diversions at dinner tins evening The first 
occurs during the artichoke course We do not like arti 
chokes, so during the teroporaty absence of the WiUmg 
Heart, whom ue do not uish to offend bj rejecting the 
food which he so eagerly set before us, we puUed off the 
leaves and pretended we had enjoyed them When he 
retained, his keen but focndly eyes observed that the 
succulent ends had not been chewed, so he assumed that 
we did not understand artichokes, gave us a demonstra 
tion on how they should be eaten, and waited while we 
M CQt through the pretence of enjoying them 

While w e arc thus suffering there is a sudden bugle call 
from the crown of the hiU where the camp lies It is an 
unfamiliar call to us, but to the WiHiog Heart it seems to 
have a special significance, for he hurries from the bar 
and scans the distance. Other people, we notice, also seem 
to be excited We go to the door, and see men strcaimag 
up the hiii from the plain They are running Among 
them are native troops as well as Legionaires ITie 
Willing Heart tells us it is the alarm call, and runs across 
the open space m front of his hotel to ascertain the cause 
\^en he returns he tejs us that there is nothing to fear, 
there is some trouble among the tribes away m the hills, 
and the autlioritics have called in the troops as a precau 
non But It IS nothmg These tribesmen will often ha\ e 
quarrels among themselves, and the military like to be 
ready in case of need 

“ Arc you j/zr/ we don’t need keys for our doors ^ ” 
asks the Spirit, watching the men doubling up the hill 
like streams of ants 

“ Absolutely, madam! There is no danger, it is just 
a pm-ute quarrel somewhere* 

The second diversion came after the piece de rtsistarce 
We had chewed valiantly at the tough meat of the south. 
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which was called mutton, but had the consistency of 
underdone leather strengthened with interwoven grc.j 
cords, when to the open doorway came two figures m 
white whom we recognised as the father and son com- 


panions of the bus , 

They enter and greet us with a salute and smiles, ana 
stand before our table while the boy, who unlike t e 
father speaks French, apologises for disturbing us at mca 
We thought at first that they had called in for refreshment 
but realise now that they ha\c come to sec us 

Then the boy makes a charming little speech, ratlier 
elaborate and evidently carefully rehearsed, in \^ic i ^ 
C'^presses their pleasure at out presence, cxplams that they 
had made enquiries and discovered that we were staying 
here, and would be honoured if wc would be their gues 
the next day, after wc have rested the night 

Wc reply that we shall be happy, wc consider it an 
honour The boy says that his father’s house lies 
five kilometres away, which is a long way to walk, so t 
they wall call for us with mounts if we will indicat 
hour It pleases us to be ready 

Any hour that is convenient to them, i ’ 

and so It is suggested and agreed that we shall be r y 
at fi\ e o’clock the next afternoon Now the good loo o 
father )oms in the talk He speaks for perhaps 
minute in his dialect, wc do not understand a wor , 
from the expression in his face we know he is , 

gracious compliments Finally we shake hands, 
raises his hand to his bps, and they are gone 

Meanwhile, the Willmg Heart, who has entere 
ing this conversation and greeted our visitors, tc 
that the father is a certain \mdct-fa>d or jhe/k/J, name 
Derduri, who is head man of one of the villages dow 
the oasts, a man much respected in the district 
assures us that this Derdun is a good fellow and t a 
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shall come to no harm in visiting him, for he is very 
hospitable 

While he talks he busies himself lighting an acetylene 
lamp, the only iliummant his hotel oners, and presently 
the <teb room is filled with its white glare One or two 
soldiers come m for a dnok and soon depart It is yet 
some days from the fortnightly pay da), says the Jew, so 
there is not much custom Tins revives thoughts of the 
Foreign Legion, and we ask. if there ate any Enghshmen 
stationed here He thinks there is one, and when I express 
an inclination to buy this lone countryman of mine a 
dnnk, the Willing Heart offers to find the man, and «ends 
his negro boy chasing out mto the night to the barracks 

Five minutes later be returns — not with an English 
man, but tvith a young Dutchman and a German The 
German is small, very blonde and excessively dull His 
companion, the Dutchman, explains in baltmg English 
that the Englishman is m detention, so they have come m 
his place 

Over a round of " earthquakes ' this man told us 
what purported to be his life story He had inherited 
from his father, he saidl, a small stationery business in 
Holland, it had gone bankrupt, so he bad collected what 
little money there was left, visited Pans, failed to get on 
his feet there, and so had jomed the Legion His wife, 
who he adored, had promised to wait for lum 

The Spirit said later that she doubted whether he was 
worth waiting for I am afraid we did not belies e his 
story The man was pleasant enougli, but one detected 
a shiftiness about him, and perceived that he watched us 
carefully to see if we accepted his story No, our Dutch 
fnend has done somethmg a little more discreditable than 
go bankrupt 

When they have gone we stroll down the hill m the 
moonlight with the Willing Heart "Ihere are dim lights 
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in a fcM little tents scattered about the 
where wandering ttadets ate settling down “8^ 

In the donkey park a few animals he stretched on th 
greund in rest 'kt mne-thitty Tinerhn is gomg to bed 
Not far from the high walls of the har the iMe 
domed httihU of the local departed samt shmes palely m 
the night against a background of palms 

As%e pass a dim egure of some 2“^ “PF™*® 
the tomb, knocks three times on the wall, 8tP°F= ““ 
oblect beside it. and after squatting down begms to taia 
in a loud voice . e .ug 

Out Jew says the man is askmg sotwi 
saint His knocking is intended to wake up the d 
soul The object he placed before the 
food Often, he says, these people place 
m the hope of pleasing their samts m 

It outside their own doors or take it •° P ,„nb- 
the hills to appease ijmns and prevent them , 

Img^e iSf around us ate fuU of ijms, accotdmg to 

the Berbers ^ ^ «« n© 

“ What happens to the food ^ asks the Spirit 

the djitins take it ^ ” 

The little Jew smiled u , Annns 

" It IS eaten, though I would not say by {ndi- 
Some beggar, perhaps, who has no reverence 
tion Or there are Jackals ** 

The Willing Heart is t^agmficent He 
bath for us m the mommg, a splendid ^ , jus 
brings into the room with cve^ sign of p« “ 
possession And then the bath i. great 

brought from a well at the bottom of the h 
pitchers on the shoulders of two women 

* _ _r.i l.iiarrl-.in<y neCT' 


shoulders ot two women wears 

One of them is a a pnde 

a red handkerchief over her head She too ta P 
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in this bath, and inspects the water with profound care 
to sec that it does not contain anjthing wluch has no 
right to be there She is such a charaaer that the Spirit 
sees in her a new model , and after we have had coffee 
a sitting IS arranged, with much full throated, gurgling 
laughter as Umaima, which is out negtess’s name, is 
induced to display her black charms beside a branch of 
red hibiscus 

The heat is so great to-day that we spend the after- 
noon in s/tt/a, resting before our trip to the home of 
Derduri Wc are looking forward keenly to this experi- 
ence, for we have as yet had only a superficial glimpse 
of private life m a mud viUagc 

Alt Derdun and his son came ridiiiE up the hill long 
before the appointed hour, for time is of little consequence 
in these redoes, where docks ate unknown and dawn 
and sunset are the only divisions of day and night 

They are mounted on incfedibl> small donkeys, and 
behind them an older man, evidently a servant, rides a 
third donkw while leading a fourth They dismount at 
the door of the mo, and after the usual greetings and 
kissmg of hands we prepare to mount the two spare 
steeds 

Now vte are no strangers to mule or donkey nding , 

It IS a mode of travelhng in which we have found much 
pleasure in the past Some of out happiest wanderings 
were spent on mule back in Spanish mountains Hence 
w e are renewing an old and pleasant experience when we 
go trottmg down the hill on these sturdy grey mounts 
whose spmdly legs look scarcely strong enough to 
support their own bodies, with Derdun and his son on 
either side of us 

The boy’s name is hlahru, though in the spelling of it 
I may be wrong , Mahru catmot spell m French, and I 
must rely on phonetics It sounds as though it should 
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be spelt Mahru He is a bnght, happy 

and fan, and he chatters away as we ford the shallow nye 

and amble through the palm gto\ es The things we 

him he translates to his father, who answers through the 

son, while his brown eyes glow at us with what the spirit 
later describes as a positive fire of foendship 

We come at last to a Asar by the river, where old rnen, 
as always, sit at the arched entrance in the high 
They greet Derduri and his guests with salutes as 
pass through We dismount here and walk throug 
dark places of the kiar until we come to an open spac 
where stands Derduri’s house From the outside it 
like all other mud houses, except that it is larger 
lower part or entrance is not inhabited, mt “P , , 
there ate several fine rooms, their walls . , 

and decorated with coloured rugs, several 
he on the floor As usual we express our entb^aswsm 
for this fine house, and after Mahru has e.. 

Derduri and Derduri has thanked us m glowing , 

our appreciation, we climb higher to the flat root, 
we sit on mats while Derdun brews mint tea 
We stay here for a long time, sometimes 
other times dreammg and at peace, until the de « 
sun has set the clouds aflame and turned the distan 
hills to purple , then Derduri m\ ites us with 
grace to go down to eat , . 

We remove our shoes and sit on the rugs w ^ 
low table is placed in out ardc, and Derduri 
places before us the first course She is a dark, ® g 
woman of about thirty five, and she wears a co 
caftan with a row of silver medallions across . . 

She does not eat with us, for it is not the custo , 
retires to the kitchen when she has served 

First we have wooden bowls of a kind of ^ 

which IS strong flavoured but good Then to 
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cQiisctius, a stew full of scraps of tender mutton, eggplants, 
some green vegetable which Mahtu tells us are date palm 
shoots, the whole mixed with stewed pears and sut 
moimted by dates It is a delicious and appeasing dish. 
Now comes a kind of pancake, which vre take off the 
communal platter and dip in a bowl of honey before 
caung After we have washed our hands we are given 
mint tea again 

It takes a long time to cat, this meal, and towards the 
end of tr we have become aware of a hubbub out in the 
ktar There is a beating of distant tom toms, the shrill 
wail of a flute and a sound of singing Mahru tells us 
thev are celebrating a wedding in the village 

Now this IS something we cannot miss, and I ask if jt 
IS possible to see the affair A few minutes later we arc 
out of the house on our way to the weddme 

TTte din grows louder as wc pars through the covered 
ways, our hosts holding nishlignts to show the way Wc 
reach an open space w here there is a concourseof people 
outside a nouse Most of the crowd hold candles and 
rushlights, and by their glow wc can see a feast spread 
out on the ground bowls of steaming food, bright 
coloured sweets, nch and puffy doughnut rings ilvj 
dcntly there has Ixcn a tremendous effort to prepare a 
fitting accompaniment to the wedding, for these people 
arc poor The beaters of tom totns stand round the door 
'nicic is a grc-it talking and singing and laughter among 
the women, and sometimes thej break into a strange 
chorus of high pitched sound wnich ts their method of 
showmg applause and appreciation I can describe it 
best by telling how it is produced first form }out bps 
into a small o, shphtlj bunched up, as though you were 
on the pont of snyitif* * w ben * Hold that, and nuke a 
co-ing sound, like a child imitatmg the whistle of a rail 
way engine, and at the same time rapid!) mose your 
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tongue to end fro across the ins.de of your '‘P® 
a score or more people making tins sound ’ 

and you mil know what Moroccan arolausc sourtds UK 
Wc are asked to loin m the fca?!, for these people 
Derdutl’s friends , but we have already g 

make only a pretence at tacklmg a dough rmg Prffien y 
another group surges through the village, hus*ling^^ 
young girl m their midst Mahru says shu ’ 

and they are bringing her to the hustod s g 

making a fine show of reluctance, and she is " dl “v u 
so that we cannot see her face Her advent is her J f 
a renewed outbreak of that strange applause before sne 
ushered into the house and the door closed on be 
tomtoms beat and a uild shrill song 

I ask Mahru what happens next He says tn^ 
aitmg " until it is accompliahsed 1 do not 
at ist, but after further explanation it is borne » 

“No wonder the poor gitl seems a little embarrassed, 

*^^Vhe fSsWig goes on, and one senses 
ment is growing With out hosts we sit on 
drmkmg tea, while Derdun talks with friends, Man 
laughs and jokes with everybody It 
h^ an hour later when the door opens 
dies out somethmg to the crowd of guests W ^ 
with a loud shout a wildly exated fellow P*’®. . lq^ 
anaent pcatl-inlaid Moroccan gun and fires ^ ^ ^5 

mto the air, sign that the consummation has be ^ 
factorily achieved (Although natives under t 
Protectorate must not carry guns, I was told la 
this rule IS often relaxed for wedding ccremOjUM ; 

This shot IS the signal for a renewed outor 
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applause and drum beating It is still going on uben we 
returned to Derduri’s house to tale our departure. The 
pair ndc back with us in moonlight that made the night 
almost as bright as day Tbeir servitor traits at the 5m 
to take back the donkeys, which we leant later have been 
borrou ed for the occasion At the door the Willing Heart 
IS waiting for us And here, with many elaborate cour- 
tesies' and expressions of goodwill, we part from Ait 
Detduri and his happy Afahni, after arranging to meet 
agam so that Defduri can sit for his portrait, we watch 
them canter away in the moonlight 

Just before she went to sleep that night, the Sptnt 
murmured, “ All this wonderful evening — )ust bcause 
of a gift of apples ” 

Truly the power of an apple can be great m these 
sunny lands 



Chapter io 


TtUs of a Rough Jourvtj — Breakdown — Stioned up 
Murder tn the Legion — a Ride of Terror — Paradise y 
South — The Stdtan of the Atlas — Dinner with a teiuka 
Ruler — Meeting Place of the Dead — The Berber vw 
Worked for Bertram Mills — Afternoon in a Harem I * 
Ways of a Slave Dealer 


Tlie thrice \teekly bus which was to take us the two 
hundred and fifty miles from Tinerhir to Matrak^ 'Wtis 
a little late, by our ways of reckoning It should wv 
arrived about eight o’clock one evening It appeatc 
seven a m next day 

It was a strange, battered object, loaded on top t 
height as great as its own with nay and legs of 
and ham, with cases containing bottles and an tnn 
variety of odds and ends It creaked ominously a 
swayed to a standstill m front of the mn Its . 

titM-c)ed Frenchman, who seemed to be 
slumped into a chair in the bar and asked for wnee 
conductor, a dwarfish, ragged negro of gorilla 
seemed as fresh as though he had just n 

slumber Tlie driver explained wcanlv to the Win h 
Heart that there had been a little trouble with the » 
they had been held up for a while Thej had, m 3 , 
slept in the bus j.,yn 

This unfortunate fellow left Marrakech m the 
the prcMous morning, tra\ellcd all day o%cr 
perilous roads m the country to reach Tinerhir by uy 
ing , he had snatched a few hours sleep in the • 
during the mght, and now after an hour s rest propo 
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to ictum, reaching Mamkcch at eight o’clock m the 
evening Truly a hard life for a bus dn\ er 

Our passengers are Ariibs and Berbers While we are 

E nng to start, a lean, mournful Jew m the usual 
wbatdine g6\vn and skull cap comes to one after 
the other of us, pleading that wc shall pay his fare to 
Marrakech He tells a long and pitiful story about a 
dying wife whom he must see Etcrybodj spurns him, 
several laugh at him It seems that this is his regular tale 
when he wants a free ride Eventual!) he pays his fare 
and sits miserably in the back, ot second-class section of 
the bus 

After about two hours travelling through barren 
yellow lands and low hills we have the first breakdown 
The ncketj bus is piled high again with merchandise, 
and carries a heavy load of passengers While we aliglit 
and stand about in the sweltering plain for twenty rain 
utes the driver and his Gorilla tinker with the en^e 
At last they locate the trouble m a choked petrol feed 
Another few miles, and the bus stops agam The 
driver plays about with the engine for a while, finds 
nothing wrong, looks at the petrol tank as an after 
thought, curses, and proceeds to fill 

Now this cQtails an elaborate ntual The petrol is 
kept in a receptacle like a dustbin on the roof among the 
luggage The Gorilla scrambles up, removes the stopper 
of the bin, and lowers into the petrol one end of a length 
of rubber tubing, passing the other end down to the 
dnver, who puts it to his moudi and sucks until pettol 
comes, tlius creating a syphon The fact that he has to 
^pit out a mouthful of petrol is merely inadcntal He 
allows the spirit to pour mto the tank till it is full, then 
icmoTcs the tubing, which the Gotilli hauls back, scat- 
tering a show etofpetrolon the floor of the bus, over which 
the driver lights a agarette with complete nonchalance 
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0(T 3fMm, uit!» ihc Gorilb sitiirj'. on the 
thnj’hng liis o\cr the side as he cioorw to ImmcU 
^OPK sonj; about Otxl inows-u-hai Six tin'cs aunng 
the luindrcd and tuent) mile' t<» Ou2r7a?atc, our hrit 
bij; stop, this bus btolc dou.n Ilic thin|’ vv*a' Whn/ 
to pieces Pie Ivmnct wis tied on ss iih string ^ 

the engine n ere held together u ith vs ire A few hundreU 

yards trom Oiarr-i-atc a rear wheel bueV led, and v>t h Jo 

to wall the rest of the \ i\ 

When the bus v\ is brough* hmp ng into ilic dusi) 
town, the dnser said uc *lum!d base time for luici, 
l>ccausc It would l>c ncccssan to fairt Us rttarj4'‘rJ 1 
suggested tliat It wtiuUl 1* a lictter plan to/r/r 
aatelus He agreed, but a^kvd wlut tould he dor K 
wasn't lus nehon d'ur uuuhts left him with his 

Gorilla, rueful!) csamining. the dilapidated 
w hde w c walked through the tram street in search of fooii 
OuartaMte, the new Ouarzazatc, is a dull and ugi) 
mihtaf) camp of red bungalow*', beadquartets 
command over the south *ind the vallc) of the Dad» . 
tut the countr) around is ruggedl) beautifxd, nclun painj 
groses and great ijishahs, well watered where rre nve 
Didcs runs through us scorched lands from the AU 
mountains In the hot and dusts main street we found 
small hotel restaurant presided oscr b) the ubiquitou 
ample blonde of uncertain age, who took us into a w 
a rargr gaudy with table cloths in red, )cllow and b u^ 
check \\ c w ent tlirough the inc\ liable lunch 
Icttc, tougli meat, sweet and cheese, sersed b> a 
girl of sullen mem, while our tired senses were 
by an incessant clatter from the tongues of four . 
loudcst-toiccd arm) oflicers I Itad c\er cncountcrc 
These \oiccs were so deep and loud and penetrating i 
the small low room that they killed all power . 

or concentration We were glad to get out of the pia 
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ind go back to the bus, which vns to start almost 
imm^iatcly 

We sat in the decrepit vehide lo the burning heat for 
tvio hours nic dnvcr and the Gorilla came up from 
nmc to umc to tinker with it or to argue Once the 
GoriUa had a suck at the rubber tubing and filled up the 
tank I think he liked the taste of petrol Tlien for a 
long time tlic pair of them ucre absent VPhen I went to 
inquire at is hat time the bus really intended to start, I 
found the dns et sitting despondently m the office 
“ To morrow motmng at five o’dock,” he said 
“ We have to stay here the night ^ ” 

“ There is no other way To start now would brmg 
us into the pass at night I cannot do it " 

The unfortunate fellow looked so worn out we could 
only sympathise with him and make the best of the situa- 
tion VPe went back to the bungalow, where the ample 
blonde received us with a great jaugli and open arms 
" It IS often so,” she said ** But I have some good 
rooms ” 

At the back of the restaurant was a corridor open to 
the sky and planted widi beds of hollyhocks Sii. rooms 
on one side of this corridor constituted the hotel At the 
far end, m a small dusty garden, was the hole m the floor 
called toihttt In its door had been cut a diamond shaped 
aperture nearly a foot in length , so that not only could 
inmates gaze out upon the garden, but prospective visi 
tors could look m to ascettam whether the place was 
occupied 

We w alked out of Ouatzazatc to the htsbab, where the 
Spirit made some sketches , but we had no adventures or 
encounters, so at sunset returned to the hotel and sat on 
the verandah till dinner tune 

There w'as a good deal of talk in the restaurant about 
the doings of two men of the Foreign Legion, who 
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appeared to have created a new nine-days wonder in the 
town We licard that thev had only that morning killed 
one of their comrades, loobed him, and deserted. Even 
while we were dining the militar)- were hunting the 
countryside for them Although we made inquiries we 
could not ascertain whether any of the men involved 
were English * 

In the morning we were called in the dark at four a m , 
and after drearily forcing dov^m some indifferent coffee 
and sour bread by candle-light in the bar, walked up to 
the bus It was piled higher than ever with merchandise. 
The Gorilla, after protesting in vain to an adamant 
Frenchwoman that he could not find room for her trunk, 
was scrambling among bundles of hay and sacks of oats 
on the roof, trying to wedge in the unwanted baggage. 
The driver was rousing three Arab passengers and the 
mournful Jew who haa made their beds on the scats of 
the vehicle 

But at last we ucrc off — ourselves, two elderly 
Frenchwomen, four natives and the Jc\v — on a nine- 
hour run to hlarrakech 

This IS no journey for weak hearts Nor is it one for a 
dilapidated vctucle like this bus of ours. We soon bwin 
to climb steeply up the lower slopes of the western end ot 
the Grand Atlas We leave the yellow and brown land^ 
and twist and turn among pale grey mountains, through 
verdant gorges and along the sides of cliffs After three 


* In October, when w« were back m London we read the following in W 
Cnglisli daily paper " Pans — Two memben of the Foreign 

aencenced to penal (crvitude for life by military court at CatablanA 
Morocco The two men, Jean Felten and another who went by the 
Michael StroTOff, belonged to ibe first cavalry regiment of the Legio^,«'d 
atationol at Ouamzate They deserted laat May after murdering a aoldier na^ 
Freyes, w ho was m charge of the aounufucum department. They stole 
and escaped Five daysTater they were arrested neat a canteen at Igbetn. 
jMjust taken possession of a Imry, thetatentng to kill the driver if he dio o 
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hours of this 'ue pass a mile long column of mounted 
troops on the move, vinth artillery and tanks They e 
to halt at the preapice edge to allow us to pass , one 
plunge of a restless horse would send man and mount 
hurtling a thousand feet to perdition The elderly 
Frenchwomen have fnends ut the regiment, for they hail 
the commandant and other ofHcers as wc crawl past Tlic 
road becomes more tortuous, and the overloaded, top 
heavy bus creaks and sways sickeningly as it skirls round 
hairpm bends Distant snow peaks begin to raise their 
heads amid the chaos of mountains 

Presently the reason for out cargo of hay and oats and 
bottles IS e^laxccd We emerge into a pass where tents 
are being erected beside a streatn, so that the troops can 
camp wlule the driver and his Gorilla help a few troop- 
ers to unload the cargo, wc wander aw hde, revived by the 
soft clear breeze in the sunshine after the fumy air of the 
bus We arc attractid by some white obrects lying beside 
the stream and, investigating, find the bleached skeletons 
of a horse and man, picked clean by vultures They tell 
of some Berber blood feud , it seems that man and mount 
have been shot down while they paused at the stream for 
■^atet 

Relieved of the worst of its burden, the bus feels 
safer riow, and the driver doubles his speed, so that \\t 
take the hairpin bends at thirty miles an hour After half 
an hour the cracked windscreen is suddenly spattered with 
white, the sun is blotted out, and we arc in the midst of a 
dense snowstorm The driver pulls up and settles down 
to await Its passing , he dare not move blindly on these 
perilous ays For an eternity wc sit there, unable to see 
more than a few yards around us, shut off from tlie u oild 
m this swirl of whiteness Wc may, says the dnver 
gloomily, have to stay all day and night, unless it passes , 
he has known such things happen 
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After tuo hours the storm ceases abruptly, and v-c ate 
rattling on in a cold sunshine 

And now begins the real heart quaking part or tiie 
journey, the ncnc testing, breath-catching, ^mach 
turning plunge into an insanity of mountains Tliev arc 
like some stupendous picture conccia cd by a disordered 
mind Thej arc too \astly elaborate to be true, too tan 
tastically coloured to exist outside imagination Some 
times they are a bright red, sometimes silvery grey an 
yellow , or they leap from terra cotta to green, then 
sombrely to mauve and black Our bus curls its waj 
round some peak five thousand feet up, and wv. see t c 
unending v ista of these coloured mountains stretching 
away, it seems, to the limits of the universe we plung 
down some lone ledge on the facade of a precipice, sin 
see the coloured peaks fat above , then up again, and a 
glimpse far below the white road twisting and ^ 
like a worm in pain for five miles through a great chasm 
two thousand feet deep 

We are mounting the rose coloured side of a 8®‘o 
a thousand feet deepBy a senes of shelves cut zig 2 ag 
Its face Two feet of road separate us from oblivio 
We arc on the edge of nothing, somewhere near the sun , 
we arc in the depths on the way to hell Now we a ^ 
crossing a narrow embankment built to a height or si 
hundred feet across a mile wide canyon or racing 
a path that ends m space — but turns at right-angie 
slide for a straight mile into the uttermost depths One 
on the edge of nowhere, we have to negotiate ^ 
rock which leaves us only a foot of road space to spar > 
and again w e have to craw I like a wary animal p^t a gap 
where the road has fallen away into a chasm It is s 
pendous, tins road , magnificent, terrifying 

Our hands mv oluntaruy grip the seats and out bo 
are tense, as when one sits in a dentist’s chair wanting r 



BY BUS TO THE SAHARA 


the pam , our breathing is caught and held, our stomachs 
fall away and leave a horrible emptiness, as when a gunt 
racer at some exhibition park makes its dive mto space 
One of the Moors behind me groans suddenly and loudly, 
commendmg his soul to Allah, as we approach the edge 
of a precipice, then skirt perilously to the right and run 
along Its edK Steam hisses m clouds from the radiator, 
an imemo or heat and choking fumes from the overtaxed 
engine fill the bus 

Presently on a rare stretch of level road one of the 
elderly Frenchwomen, who has been turning her head 
away and hiding her eyes from the chasms, gives a feeble 
cry, “ Aknstttir^ amte^,, arretn^ Mon Vtea, arrefe^ ” 

The accustomed driver gives her a glance, shrugs his 
eyebrows and draws up TTie uoman scrabbles blmdlf 
at the door, and u hen l have opened n she staggexs out 
and collapses beside the road, violently vomiting Her 
stomach has gone, her nene has faded her 

She has five minutes rest and attention, and we are 
off again 

But the worst is over We ha\e rounded three bun 
dred hairpin bends and survived them We have spent 
four hours in these fantastic mountains and emerged 
unscratebed We have negotiated the greatest pass in the 
Atlas, governed, like all these mountains by me Glaoui 
of Marrakech, whom men call the second Sultan 

The slope becomes gentler, and presently we are 
among the foothills which are mere molehills tisuig to 
fi\r hundred feet Then we arc back to the red earth of 
e burning plam, and the great rose-coloured touer of 
the Koutoubia Mosejuc ca MarraLcch, landmark for 
centuries to the men who have come from the Sahara and 
Timbubtu to trade and to fight, rises like a sentinel among 
the palm grot es tiiat circle an Imperial Qn 

And it you think that I have exaggerated this ride o% cr 
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the Ghoul’s piss, test me by tiying it for > ourself m a 
"”’lf jou^te laiicd md desire thrills, you will find them 

'''%ut if you are weal in the heart and nencs, keep 
away It might cost your hfe 
z 

How can 1 begin to describe this oasis city of 
desert which men called LI Hamra the Red , i 
of its loveliness beneath the azure sky, of its 
flat roofed houses and palaces the colour of 
rising behind ^ast waUs among a hundred thousand ^ 
trees, over which the distant snow cones of - warmth 
like white nuns holding aloof from ® ^^Id o 
and colour and passionate life? of its savac ^ 
since Its founder Youssef ben Tachfin, father of 
Almoravide dynasty, decided to create for his glo^ a jy 
among the soithern people he had subdued m the dajs 
when Wilham the Norman was y« only meditating tnc 
conquest of Britain a Or shall 1 tell of the w y , » 

people It shelters, and of those who come tnany 7 
journey from the far places of the i^y^terious s 
taste the strange delights of this Mecca of tra 

^ Battles have raged round these walls which for 
a thousand years have ptoteaed its swarmng , e 

Moors and Berbers Jews and black men from the | 

teiing hordes of desert conquerors Dynasties hay 
and med amid its palm forest, which grew *^cy J 
the date stones spat out by an 
encamped for months around its walls The 
conquered Spam and almost overran all Europe S , 
here for their march across the couxitry to 
lanean Hither came Moulay Ismail the sadist of ft 
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destroying some of the aty’s lovehcst palaces for no other 
reason than that he did not \iaDt them to rival those he 
M-as building in Meknes History and romance and 
tragedy are built into the very walls of Marrakech 

We approach the anaent city through the new 
French town of Gueliz which has grown outside the 
walls , and at once we arc surrounded by a beauty that 
no other town in Morocco can claim Wide streets of 
white and pale rose bouses arc shaded from the fierce 
sun by trees that offer flowety cascades of mauve and blue 
beneath a sapphire sky Boutgainvillca flaunts its purple 
glory from rooftops and walls, hibiscus adds its passionate 
fire, and the great bcU like bly tree, dhatura, gives its 
wlutc purity to the sun anud the orange and citron and 
banana , while climbing geraniums of vivid colouring 
make hedges for the g^ens There is an csuberance 
of brilliant growth m this new town, as though it had 
striven to capture the romance and fire of the old and 
ei^tess It in colour It is an earthly paradise after the 
parched and barren lands that have held ns for so many 
weeks 

We are a little tired of hard beds and dust storms, 
tough meat and the general discomforts of the South , 
and when we have ripped our fireneh to the bus driver 
and the Gorilla, we bundle our kit into a barouche and 
give the driver the magic word “ Mamounia ’ Now the 
hlamounia was once the home of Mamoun, son of a great 
Sultan of the past. X^lien he died it became a residence 
for ambassadors from Europe during their visits to the 
city To-day it is an hotel where you may hvc amid 
splendour and luxury like an eastern potentate, surround- 
ed by gardens whose Jovdiness must surely transcend 
the most imaginative vision of Eden 

A mulutude of birds sing among its peaceful groves 
as we pass Bright coloured butterflies rest trcmblmg 
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anud the flaming blossoms Silver-green olive grotes, 
ancient as the cit) walls, give shade and solitude to the 
weary traveller in the heat of the day , oranges and the 
great purple sheaths of the banana flower spread their 
colour on the background of the faded rose walls Her^ 
after our little trials and tribulations of travelling, w e nnd 
rest for a while, l>ing upon cushioned lounges on a 
Moorish terrace of the notH as w e arc served with cooling 
drinks b} a quiet moving Arab scl:^ itor, who ministers 
to our needs as once the slaves mimstered to those ot t e 


Sultan’s son , 

While w e are here, let me tell >ou a story Across tne 
garden, in the wall that separates us from ’ 

there is a small low doorway Bey ond lies the wildctncs , 
with a few camels shuffling away into -- 

caid nding into the city, a white figure of ttt^gninc^ 
on his black barb 'Ihis doorway has a curious ruston 
Many years ago a certain Ambassador, Sir William W 7 
Green, came from the Court of Britain upon an 
ant task He had to exact an indemnity from the ' 
whose troops had opposed some English adventur 
bent on a strange mission 

They had taken possession of an island 
and fortified it as a preliminary to flooding the 
and turning it into a lake It was a fantastic scheme, 
of crazy minds, and the Sultan naturally preferred tha 
desert should remain a desert , but his troops had P 
posed these men, and the digmty of an all pow 
Britain had been ruffled, and reparation had to be 

Now the Ambassador wras a man well ^ , 

and none so strong m the heart, and it is said tlia 
became so choleric during his interview with the su 
and graaous Sultan that he fell dead of a heart , 

this terrace His body had to be sent back ’ 

which w as a matter of little difficulty More difficul 
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the problem of taking it thttnigh the city of Marrakech 
The Moslems were m those days not so tolerant of 
Cbnstjans, and jt was not fitting that an Unbeliever’s 
coiroe should be earned through the streets 

The Sultan soh ed the problem He cut that small 
doorway m the wall, and through it passed the dead 
Ambassador, out on to the plam and so round the city 
towards the sea 

The moral of this seems to be that it is better to keep 
one’s temper, even though the losmg of it docs give one 
the privilege of having a private door made for one’s 
corpse 

J 

To day we axe invited to meet El Had)i Fahmi cl 
Claoui, paramount Pasha of hfarrakech, and one of the 
three Grand Caids of the Atlas The others are M’Tougi 
and Goundafi, but the greatest is the Glaoui He is a 
man of whom the people in the south speak almost with 
bated breath so labiuous arc bis ndies, so great his 
power Men who delight in political machinations envj 
turn his skill in such matters fot it has raised him to a 
position which gives him an influence greater than that 
of the Sultan "lliosc w ho delight in the pleasures of love 
envy him his harem, in nhim it is said there are two 
hundred women or mote One of his wives, now dead, 
came to him through a game of cards He was playmg 
ecarii with a Turkish pasha, and the stakes tan so nigh 
and his opponent lost so heavily that at last he put up ms 
latest and loveliest Circassian bndc in a final effort to 
retrieve his lost fortune TheGlaom won her , but with 
a fine gesture he waived his claim, to the gratification of 
his He had not reckoned w ith the ladj who had 
been the trophy She was a wmman of high prinaple, 
and insisted that the debt should be honoured 
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El Glaom owns five great palaces in Marrakech Hts 
domains extend fat beyond the Atlas mountains mto the 
south He owns a gold mine, but has not bothered to 
develop it The great pass through which we travelled 
on otir way from Ouarza2ate belongs to him, and by the 
skilful use of a few hundred men of his private army ot 
ten thousand he can cut off the Sahara from the north and 
disorganise the whole of Morocco In this pass, domina 
ted by the great J^sbab of Telouet, with its dungeons 
where men can hve and die forgotten, rules his son an 
heir, the Caid, to whom the Glaoui has delegated many 
of his privileges and powers 

The French, who call this Pasha the Black Panther, 
pay great respect to his power and much money into ms 
coffers, for he keeps the peace among the tribes or tb 
south and so hberates many troops who would otberwis 
be needed for the task A word from the 
the tribes would be in revolt It was ebefiy with n 
aid that France was able to hold Morocco * 

war, when all their soldiers were needed for the fighting 
fronts Yet a few years before the war the younc Glaoui 
was fighting the French with all the skill and dwpem 
courage of a Berber chief His star had not risen high i 
those days, it was the Great Wat that gave him 
chance to use his political skill by playing the game or 
French m Morocco His father before mm or h 
account , he is said to have been a mere trader in sa 
His mother V as a black slave To day the son is a leu 
chief who lives hkc Hatoun al Raschid, yet has 
do his busmess on the Stock Exchanges of Paris, Lon 
and New York 

The young Arab guide who takes us to the Glao 
palace leads us by devious ways until we reach a s 
m which towers a high blank wtiU, window less and a 
an ummposing doorway, at which gathers a crow 
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hjilaijc looking men TJicfe arc MoJchaznis uirh their 
blue /lottino cloaks, brown faced Berbers, negroes from 
whose cars Jiang big siher rings, sign of their allegiance 
to the Glaouj A fnv saddled mules are tethered bj* the 
wall The crowd make wa\ for us, and we enter a long 
Moonsh hall, where manj more retatners stand about 
asrajtmg the behest of that lord Here \vc arc met by the 
seneschal of this feudal baron, a dark skinned, elderly 
Berber of graaous manner, who greets us with quiet 
words and leads us mto a pillared courtyard which is a 
garden, where a fountiin pla>s among orange trees and 
the air is fragrant w ith the ddicatc perfume of flowers 
1 Icre Stands the GUoui, talking w ith tw o other of his 
guests He ads-anccs to greet us and takes out bands 
He is a tall man, six feet or more, and slim He is perhaps 
fifty > cars of age Hew eats the graceful robes of ms race, 
with a transparent musim slip oser a pale blue under- 
garment He has a dark skm, a mft of beard, AilJ lips, 
and heavy lidded e)cs chat shine brilliantly as he talks ma 
quiet restrained voice His manner is courtly and 
strangvly gentle for a man who has been a savage fighter 
and bears the scars of sixteen wounds on his seemingly 
frail body 

He asks after out health and w hethet w c have joum 
c)cd comfortably before he introduces us to his other 
guests, a colonel and a captain of the French atmy His 
quiet courtesy and unobtrusisc efficiency as a host at 
once create an atmosphere of easy friendliness He 
cstablislics a mutual interest between ourselves and his 
military friends by telling them of our joutoey and men 
tioning the camps through which we have passed , and 
so, having given us these points of contact as an opening 
for conversation, he excuses himself with a deprecatory ' 
gesture and goes to supennteod the feast 

And presently the seneschal ushers us through another 

**3 
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arched dooruaj, another chamber, and so past golden 
doorxvays into a cool Moorish hall where the feast is hid 
out under the basket co\cfs that always concwl the 
delights of a Moorish banquet Beside them stand lialf a 
dozen negroes m white with touches of crimson, the 
slaae ring of the Glaoui m their cars We take our seats 
on cushions m a circle at one end of the hall, and the 
entertainment takes its normal course It begins w ith the 
washing of hands in perfumed water, the low 
table is set in our midst , then follows soup m sma 
bowls, the roast chickens, a lamb roasted whole an 
stuffed with almonds and dates couscous in a gr«t uisli, 
pastriCa and fruit The meal differs little from tint fie 
oanquet thrown which we struggled at the house o 
Yousseff ben Tajyib m Fez, so 1 refrain from 
It m detail I am more interested in the pcrsonalit) or tn 

Tliough he is so pleasant a host he is unfathomable 
He IS knowlcdgablc, he talks with quiet fluenej on many 
subjcas in that soft musical \ oicc of his , he tells a stor^ 
laughs restrained!) with a genuine humour that ^hin 
in his deep set eyes , yet with it all there is an 
about him He gives us the impression that his thougnt 
do not comcide with his words When his face is i 
repose It has a pensive, almost sorrowful ®^t^cssion, 
though he were brooding on the tragedies of the wot 
It IS hard to realise that this nun w ith the delicate 
ments and gestures is a great warrior , but it is easy to 
in him a subdc diplomat, a dangerous enemy an 
merciless o\etlotd 

He talks of England, and tells us that he will be v t 
mg London in the summer, after he has been 
Every year now he pays a visit to London 
play golf at Coombe HUl, and has his owm golf 
outside Marrakech, where he would be happy to see 
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He likes to go shopping in Ovfbrd Street and thinks 
Hyde Park and Kensington Gardens pleasant places 
worthy of a great capital He may also revisit Brighton, 
which he thinks is one of the most graceful towns m the 
uorld With the Frenchman he discusses Pans, telling 
of the pleasure he finds in his annual t isit, and of his son’s 
enthusiasm for the aty where he received ^s education 

So the evening passes in pleasant, mtimatc talk, while 
musicians in the outer room play strange barbaric little 
airs , and it is near midnight when we say our farewells 
to tks Sultan of the South m his garden court We take 
u ith us a last impression of the dcbcatc pressure of a hand 
uhich in this country wields power m ways that ate 
strange and often unonhodox 

4 

You may wander for days in this MVid African ci^ 
Without exhausting its fascination Its narrow SMkfoSct 
you all the wares of the East Leather workers and 
coppersmiths, sih ersmiths and jewellers, blacksmiths and 
armourers ply tlieir craft in the small open shops Or 
you may find entenamment in the great open space which 
men call Djemaa el F na, the Meeting place of the Dead, 
where all the sanegated races of the south congregate 
to enjoy life It w as here that m days past the Sultans used 
to display the heads of captives, traitors and rebels 
Some of those ten thousand heads which hJouJay Ismail 
sent to the cities as a proof of his power stared down with 
sightless eyes on the crowds in the Djemaa el F na In 
this place at evening we bear the sound of many tom 
toms, whose msistent rhythms reterberate through the 
city and over the plain, c^uig to those who seek enter 
tainment after the stress of the day’s wo'k m palace ot 
shop desert or mountain Here you will see the con 
jurors and acrobat^, sorcerers ana snake charmers, the 
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wmrds and those who cast out dcvjis Barbers sit be- 
neath o\al canopies of wo\en rush, sha\ing the heads of 
the people Aged and wizened beauty experts crouch m 
the dust before their scraps of kohl and charcoal, bright 
coloured ungents and henna for dy cing the feet and hands 
of women Daughters of joy, whose golden shoes pro 
claim their ancient profession, pass in and out of the 
crowds , they arc brown, they are black, they arc fair 
skinned as an Englishwoman Dancing boys who play 
at being girls pcrtorni their sensuous little gyrations to 
the music of flute and drum, while they ogle the better 
dressed men among their spectators in search of likely 
lovers A longhaired fanauc, shouting wildly, goes 
prancmg and wheeling across our path, followed by the 
jeers ^f small boy s 

We were standing here one evening watching a con 
'■'^hen a voice ^hind us said m broken Lnghsh, 
Excuse, please, mistah, excuse ” 

We turned to face a middle aged Berber in white 
burnous and hood, whose chin w'as adorned with a tuft 
beard, the fashion of the south 
Excuse, yes You know Mistah Bertram Mills, 
yes was his surprising question 
replied that w e did 

I know, too I work for him long time ago, yes, 
^ndon. Bit mmg ham, Glasgow, all ox cr How Bertram 
Mills now , all right and good ? 

him Bertram Mills was dead 
Ah Good man, Bertram Mills I w ork for him all 
over, yes Acrobat, like that ” He pomted with his Stan 
towards a crowd gathered round some performers in the 
red and yellow garments of the followers of Sidi Ahmed 
ou Moussa “ I work all over world, j es Look ' 

He held out his staff for us to inspect It w^s covered 
with small metal shields representing the theatres and 
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Ijalls at V. luch he had performed He had been in London 
and Pans and Berlin, Cologne and Brussels, Vienna and 
half the cities of Europe He was proud of his career and 
lus travels, which ended owtljr twenty years ago, when 
he became too old for the business of leaping and nvisting 
and tumbling He returned to his own country with his 
savings, lost most of them in business, and now has a 
Moorish cafe, to which he invites us 

We walk with him across the crowded, liv elj Meeting 
Place of the Dead into the swMt, and presently we axe 
sifting on mats among his friends, in a cool dim Moorish 
ca\exn opening on a narrow street, with glasses of mint 
tea before us , and musicians who sit on a dais in the 
background play those high pitched, leaping )anglcs of 
sound that make Jiloorish music and sing their doleful 
stanaas of strange song 

f 

It was through our acquaintance with this acrobat 
that the Spirit had her fiKt experience of harem life We 
were invited to the house of one of his friends, a pros- 
perous merchant m leather, and while I sat with the men 
the Spirit spent the afternoon with the women Before 
she entered their quartets she was requested to lease her 
shoes outside the door, as a vrammg to the men of the 
bouse that there was a strange woman present. 

The eldest of the four wiics was little more than 
thirty, but she was aircadj a grandmother , the youn^t 
was f^tecn and a mother The Spirit told me later that 
she sat with them eating sweet suckycake and enjoying 
the naivecuriosit) they aisplaycd m her owmmodeof life 
Apparentlj jt was the first tunc they had entertained a 
Chnsuan Thei displayed an intense interest in our 
marnage customs, and were surprised to Icam that an 
Englisnnun could ha\c only one wife at a time, and that 
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he mu^t nurrict! for life to tint one v.oman unless 
Mk p\c liim f;o<)d tcasom for thvorcc Hie ihiTiculty 
of ih\orce, too, was i source of wonilcr and cn\) lo 
Morocco a husband maj get nd t)f h»s wife b) the siniplc 
mcihocl of sa\ ing three times, l>cforc w nncsscs, ** oman, 

I dtsorcc )ou C»o InU to the hou'c of )our father 
She then ranks as a widow and is permitted to nnff> 
again three months l-icr I Icr huslund nuj tal c Iter htek 
twice, hut after the third period of mamage he onnnt 
retries c lier unless he has been married in the meantime 
to somebod) else and divorced from her A man n hmi* 
ted b) Mahomet’s Konnic I-aw to four wives, but may 
have as manj concul incs as he desires , and if he tire* ot 
these, hemaj <cllthcm Ihescuno nculwivcsarcuselul. 
how c\ cr, because thc\ do most of the housew ork 

Girls arc married as carl) as tlic age of ten or j’ 
and before the wedding thc\ ate fattened with iinhmited 
quantities of foiumrs and sweet cil cs &hm women otfvr 
ro attraciions to the Arab, \ bo prefers his billo *■!» •’* 
flesh \\ hen n girl marries, she brings to the husband s 
home a supnlj of household goods and furniture, wnicii 
she can take aw a) if she should be divorced, 
the bridegroom xml cs a mones gift to her 
Until ihc) arc grandmothers, '■nd tlicrcforc considvca 
to have lost most of their attractions, wives must not so 
much as speak to a man outside the famil) circle 

But noljL amy among the Moors is practised only by 
the well to-uo, for the poor cannot afford mort. than 
one w ifc It 15 a cost!) business for a man, tr) mg to pre 
V ent jealous) among his w omen One of these w iv , 

entertained the Spirit explained that when licr husban 
returned from a journc) he brought each of them 
present , but if he was displeased w ith one, he 
the gift These presents seem to be among the n|fi 
spots ’ m lives that otherwise are cxcc^sivel) dull l ' 
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wives of the prosperous Moot have nothing to do but 
laze, eat, and dream sensual tltoughts Tlieir chief occu 
pation IS needlework and embroidery They Imve not 
eren the u eeUy dit ersion of “ going to church ” on the 
Friday Sabbath, for no woman may enter a mosque, since 
only men ate of anv account in the eyes of \lhh Women 
have consolation in the hope of gomg to Pandise by 
the performance of good deeds on earth , but even in 
Paradise they vnW be given the menial tasks One of their 
few diversions on the Sabbath is to visit the graveyards, 
where you wall see them standing about in groups like 
sheetci^hosts, talking together or meditating ov er the 
dead They are abysmally ignorant rf life and the world, 
and are not encouraged to take an interest in tltings of 
the mmd Only on^ of the Spirit’s four hostesses under- 
stood French, and this she learned from a concubine, who 
was so much a uoman of the world iliai she spoke the 
language fluently 

when we left the house of the Merchant, the Spirit 
was thanking her particular star which had allowed her 
to be born outside the realms of Islam 

6 

Wc found the cafe of our acrobat a useful place of call 
It was here that u e met the slave dealer Now officially, 
under French rule, slavery has been abolished There 
ate no longer pubhc markets for the buying and selling 
of human beings In the past, caravans from the Saliata 
and the Niger and Sudan used to bring many black slaves 
through the passes of the Atlas to Marrakech To^y 
the business has suffered so great a decline, since it has to 
be earned on furtiv ely, tlot the price of slaves has become 
prohibitiv e to all but the nch The black people of the 
south are still prepared to sell their surplus children, 
particularly in lean times oif&nunc , and through a dealer 
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aaing as agent in Marrakech it is a simple matter to obtain 
a negro boy or girl as )our own propert) for the equiva- 
lent of about 

The slave dealer who frequented the cafd of the 
acrobat was a bearded Arab of middle age, a pleasant 
enough fellow , w ho came to enjoy his pipe of kijf and 
glass of tea \\ e w ere not permitted to discuss slavery m 
his presence as foreigners and Qtristians w c could not 
be trusted But our acrobat told us that this dealer acted 
as southern agent for others in Fca, and had the Iiandbng 
of fifty or sixt) black sla\es m a year 

But slaves, he explained, are not w hat they used to be 
They are an independent lot Under modern laws, un 
obtnisivclv introduced, they can demand to be sold if 
dissatisfied with their masters , and may even refuse to be 
bought if thc\ do not approve of their new prospective 
owner Things, it appears, are coming to a pretty pass 
in the slatery business 

Yet It seemed to us, as we sometimes watched a 
‘slave” laughing joyousk at the antics of an enter 
tamer m the Djemaa el Pna, that modern slavery ij 
perhaps not so terrible a fate as the propagandists would 
na\e us bclic\e Most of its victims in Marrakech seem 
to be inordinately happy fellows 

7 

We Imgetcd many days m Marrakech, wandering m 
Its gardens beside waters that shone like burnished copper 
in the sun by day and changed to blue pools of mystery 
at evemng , or exploring the souks and the hidden places 
of the city until we were as familiar with their rambling 
routes as with the streets at home But a time came when 
we had to move on, for the day of Mouloud, the Birthday 
of the Prophet, draws near, and we had promised to 
return to Rabat to celebrate 
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We discuss modes of travel, and decide to forget the 
existence of buses We had aducvcd our ambition, which 
was to reach Saharan temtoif , and we confess to each 
other that we are a httlc tired of the racket and the heat 
of native conveyances Now Marrakech is the terminus 
of a magnificent electric railway from the north, and the 
temptation to use it was too great to be resisted 

The last glimpse we had of the city, as we sped across 
the brown and purple plain one golden afternoon at 
sixtv miles an hour, was of the tea tower of the Kou 
touoia mosque rising above the palm groves against the 
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Tells of Revelry tn Rabat — The Man who « as Mahomet — 
Garden of Peace — The Legend of the Storks — Ptrate CitJ 
— The Place where Crusoe Slated — Sultan's Reception — 
Fantasia with Guns — Lyautey 


There is a sound of revelry in Rabat when we avakc 
on the morning of Mouloud, the Christmas Day of the 
Moslems From out bedroom balcony we look on a 
white city whose broad avenues are alive with an un 
ccasmg procession of native life From all parts of the 
country the people have come to day to celebrate, and 
the earn and sheikJjs to swear fealty to the Sultan Moulay 
Mohammed and bring him gifts Up and down the 
avenues the} pass, powerwl looking, v hite robed 
bearded men from the far desert places, from northern 
cities and barren lands of the south, from oases and 
mountains , men whose colour ranges from pale 
ment to ebon} They crowd the chromium plated cafes 
that Ime our street, taking their sweet coffee and mint 
tea while they look out on the life of a city which many 
of them visit only once in a year A great throbbing ot 
tom toms rises from below, accompamed by the shril 
leaping melodies of the rbetta, the native flute The care 
garden of the hotel under our vmdow is filled with catds 
and shanfs, who sit under the orange coloured sun 
umbrellas as the} take their refreshment . 

When we go down, we find a hundred or more o 
them in the lounge hall of the hotel , and whom shou 
we see but the Glaout himself, up from Ins southern 
domain for the feast He greets us with the same qui 
courtesy with which he rcccn ed us in his palace He as 
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afte. cur taUh 

Goundafi, M Tougi, ail the ^ ^nan^ 

scuth, Ho tair .., rrr tarn for the 

possessions of ^laow » matnnins it at 

accommodation of ^ isitors t should that 

considerable loss to his exchequer But u l^at b 
matter to a man who owns a gold mine u men 
be troubled to develop ^ h a burning glass 

The sunshine strikes at us t<Nhe 

when \\ c go out into the str^ brouTi u all 

old town, through the ,he Moors bs cr> 

into the name city, the old Ra “ ^ j piou«cs ha\e 
where are the sounds ^d sights f J the sides 

been neulv ^^ 3 ,5®/thcir coat of uhitc 

oftheallcyasavs that ate streets luxe me 

for this da> Arab children. dr««d m t« 
enjoying the holidaj m nt hue The Uttlc 

enormous sv. ccts and toffees o crimped and 

girls wear their best muslins, and their 

wtled and pigtailed m the P-*^* . “j,„c<lad Moorish 
shaved At the doors of mm and flute. 

mu«icians play to the occupan . g^cuincmcloilics 

sothatthestrietsechouitht^rs^^^^^ 

The wailing cry of the ^ pjjjiiful to the noon 

tov.ers of the mosuucs, calling to 

day prayer , tren We thcr uoik and > 
wotsmp Allah the one God -» r-goniet. pcriiaps I Viml 
*:mcc this is the birthday , ^^ncr of man 

l>c forgttcn if I digress to ^cei^cd a rehgmn 

\ as tlus inspired fyii name vii Mahomet 

that holds lilf the world „""jSsh.m. They say 

ibn Abdallah ibn Abdal ^ttaUb ibr^ , he 

that soon after he w-as ‘ ,he sy mptoms passed 

showed signs of epdeW) . i ,nto a gc^ 1°"^ 

with childhood and be dcselopcsl into b 
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young man, quiet and pleasant in manner and honest m 
his dealmgs, so that men called him al Amin, the reliable 
As a camelteer he made many journeys into Syria and the 
Yemen in the service of bis uncle, and took part in ^e 
tribal wars of the Bedouins When he was twenty five 
he entered the busmess of a rich widow named Khamja, 
who three years later offered herself m marriage to him 
“ because of his loyalty and honesty and good me 
She belonged to a noble Meccan family, ana her nmer 
refused consent to the union , so Khadija made mm 
drunk, obtained his blessing before he sobered, and by a 
similar trick mduced her uncle to mumble the marriage 
formula Henceforth Mahomet lived the life of a pros 
perous merchant , but this in no way changed his charac 
ter He had always liked the pleasant thmgs of living 
Agreeable perfumes, women and prayer, he said, we 
the most beautiful things m Lfe He used 
scents, and anointed his long lashed dark ejes to 
them His black perfumed hair he wore m two 
He \^ashed frequently, and constantly chewed baric 
keep his teeth white He disliked over-eaung, drinkmg> 
or any kind of mdulgcnce , , 

In middle age he began to be tortured by dou . 
neglected lus busmess, became a hermit, and out o 
mental turmoil and the visions to which it ga^ but 
he produced the first chapters of the Koran Tnroug 
persecution he spread the new faith of Islam, the do 
of submission to the will of the one God His 
power in Medma did not spoil him He j 
gave to the poor, mended his own clothes, and 
to build the first mosque, carrying the clay and makmg 
the bricks After the death of Khadija he abando 
monogomy and in the course of time took fourte^ w . 

with each of whom he spent a night in turn Each wa 
her own clay hut , Mahomet had no house of lus own 
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He taught his followers that Believers who died for the 
cause of Islam went to a paradise of sensual dehghts, 
where they would be tended by dark-eyed houris and 
youths who were for c\ct young He destroyed the 
M orship of idols and substituted Delief in one God, m 
predestination, m the Prophet, in the equahty of man 
and in a life hereafter He imposed the four duties — of 
prayer five times a day, fasting, the giving of alms, and 
pilgtimagc to Mecca On these foundations he built a 
faith which so inspired his desert race that withm a few 
centuries they had created an Empire that has had few 
equals in the history of the anaent world 

Thus was the man whose birthday we ate celebratmg 
to-day as we wander through Rabat 

Soon we mount a slope and come to the great ochre- 
tmted gateway to the kasbab, and beside it a smaller 
Mteway that leads us into the Garden of the Oudaias, 
Now of all the gardens in Morocco this surely must be 
the most beauti^ It stands on the site of a palace built 
by a great sultan, cl hfansut the Golden, who brought 
stores of gold from Timbuktu and spent much of it m 
beautifying his domain with mosques and colleges 
Ochre rose vialls four feet high surround this garden, 
where trees droop their burdens of oranges and citrons 
and bananas in the sun amid massed screens of purple 
boutgatnviUea and blue volubdis We walk under per- 
golas of vme through colours more vivid than any con- 
ceived m an artists (beam At one end of the garden, on a 
terrace where goldfish dart among floatmg lilies m a pool, 
a blmd fold donkey harnessed to a primitive wooden 
wheel plods in an eternal citclc, drawing water from a 
well Behind him rises a buUdmg with a square tower, 
the colour of burnt sienna It was once part of a school 
for piracy m the bad old days of the Batbary corsairs A 
multitudeof storks perch on the crenelated walls, clattermg 
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their long beaks as the) n atch over their 

There is good reason for this clatter, so legend 
The first storks were once upon a time a inan and u o 
The man was rich in flocks and gram and ^ed m a & 
house A time came when there was , a™ J 

and food was so scarce and dear that the poor co 
afford to buy Now this rich man like “ ^ 

kmd, was not rich enough for his liking, so he 
a plan to gam even more money 

He went into the city and cned to the people, ' 

all ye who wish to buy gram, to my house Bring t 
Mf as much money as thou wouldst pa) for gram in 
market place, and thou shalt have all thou ^ , 

Then the rich man returned to his house Md 
servant prepare soap and fill it with pirees of broken gla«. 
and put It by until after the people had been 1° ^ ? 8 

Whm the buyers came, ‘bay 7 «e sent upstairs t tn 

rich man, and bought all they desired, ^d ^ jlje 

And while they were traosacung their businKS, 
servant went in secret and smeared “P®" of 

soap and glass which he had prepared at ^ “i^,^ 
his lord When the poor men came frorn the nch^ 
chamber, the nch man waned angry with ‘bam' Jj 
“ Get ye gone, get ye gone from my house, 
about them with a staff, so that m thur hum ° B Jf 
slipped on the soap and glass and fell to the 
the stairs, spiUing the gran they had bongn^. 

And when they had been driven from mc b ^ 
nch man and his wife stood upon the turned 

then discomfort , and while they laughed Mah u ^ 
them into storks as a punishment, dcpnvmg *ham 
power of speech, and gtantmg them n° r the 

cackling laugh which we hear from the walls 

^ Through another gateway, and we are in a Moon 
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cafe, •where catds and khabjas Mt over their tea m the shade 
of vines, on a cliff above the blue waters of the Bou 
Regreg, the Father of Shminc While we sit here on a 
wafi sea^ -we look across to me far shore, to the white 
towers and walls of Sale, the old pirate city Into this 
port m past centuries came many an unfortunate EngUsh 
man, chained m some ship of me “ Sallee rovers” to be 
sold into slavery Here came many of the thosands of 
captives who Atorked out their miserable lives in the 
brutal service of Moulay Ismail at Mcknes From this 
town the Baibary pirates set out to scour the seas for 
treasure and raid the coasts of Britain and France and 
Spain for slaves Robmson Crusoe spent two years here 
m slavery 

“ Our ship making her course towards the Canary 
Islands, was surprised in the grey of the morning by a 
rover of Sallee, who gave chase to us with all the sail she 
could make,” says Crusoe 

After a desperate fight he and his companions were 

S tured and " earned all prisoners into Sallee, a port 
}nging to the Moors Here I was kept by the captain 
of the rover, as his proper prize, and made his slave, 
being young and rumble, and fit for his business ” 

If you will turn to Ddbe, you will read how Crusoe 
escaped by throwing o\ciboard the unfortunate Moor 
who used to accompany him on fishing expeditions in 
his masteFs boat, and sailed away down me coast of 
Africa to new adventures The same ** castle at the 
entrance to the port ” of which he speaks can be seen 
from where we sit 

In this pleasant manner, wandering amid the beauty 
and colour of the old aty, we spend the mommg of 
Mouloud until it is time to dnve to the Palace for the 
Sultan’s rcccpuon We dattcr up the hill through the new 
city of Lyautey in a barouche which is one ofhundrcds. 
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all carrying raids and veiled women and army officers 
Through a gateway in the outer walls we emerge on to a 
walled plateau above the sea At the far end, half a 
away, me Sultan’s Palace spreads itself in a hne of low 
white buildmgs, with towers and balconies and wide 
arched entrances A vast multitude fills this plateau 
There arc veiled women, children in bright blues and 
greens, rich Arabs, wild Berbers, beggars and thieves, all 
come for their day of entertamment They gather in great 
crowds around the thousand and one entertainers 
are snake charmers and dancers, smgers and 
drinkers of boihng water and fire caters, fuzzy hwde 
negro musicians from the Sudan, holy dervishes f^°^ 
the south Vendors of sweetmeats and great sucW cakes 
offer their delights to women who cannot enjoy 
they may not unveil their faces,but must carry away tbci 
purchases until they reach some secluded place wner 
they can eat There must be fifty thousand people con 
gtegated here m front of the Palace 

Our carnage puts us down at one of 
where giant negroes of the Sultan’s Black Guard b 
further progress They wear crimson costumes wi 
baggy trousers of the plus four type and red 
set with white diamond shaped patches A 
official meets us, receives our card, and leads us 
one of a pair of canvas pavilions erected beside t 
Palace In one are gathered the elite of Rabat, the owci 
and then wives, m the other, servants are 
parmg for the arrival of the Resident 
staff The reception tent is by no means ready , but tn 
few things m Morocco are ever ready m time < 

stagger out of the Palace with long rolls of 
carpet, which they drop at the entrance to the pavi o 
Suffijcatmg clouds of dust nse from these carpets, drav g 
from the Spirit — when she has fimshed coughing 
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comment that the Palace should offet a fair field for a 
vacuum-deaner salesman 

When the carpets arc laid and we are seated, there js a 
commotion m the vast white robed throng as a contin- 
gent of Black Guards come marching across the plateau, 
to the music of squealmg flutes and throbbing drums 
They part the crowds and head them away from the 
Palace, leaving an open space some two hundred yards 
long and a hundred wide Then a Ime of cats approaches, 
and General Nogues with his staff alight and take their 
seats m the pavuion A crowd of Moors come across 
from the Palace, escorting the Grand Vizier, a white 
robed elderly man, who greets the General and sits beside 
him 

And now there is a great marching of Black Guards, 
and a piping and a drummmg, as these magnificent fellows 
tn their briehr reds and blues display their pride, following 
behind a mum major black as cotd and Dig as Goliath, 
who whirls a great baton around his head, performing 
miracles of dexterity They range themsdves on one 
side of the square, facing the pavilions, to await their 
l^rd the Sultan 

We ate expectant, we are on tip-toc, watching for a 
bnUiant cas-alcade But sudden!) there is a fluny of 
small hooves, and from the Palace entrance comes a tmy 
governess car drawn by two Shetland ponces It is dnven 
By a pnm, spectacled Frenchwoman Beside her sit tuo 
very small boys m the uniforms of colonels the Sultan’s 
heir and his brother, the pnm lady theu: got emess The 
first shock of surprise mves place to a ripple of delighted 
laughter and many French cxdamations of pleasure 
Aaoss the open space comes diis toy parade, while the 
drums thunder and the pipes squeal and the multitude 
send up that strange, shrilling applause of tongue-on- 
hps which we first heard at Ac wedding feast at Tinerhir • 
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a v,eird and thiiUmg sound when it comes from 
thousand mouths The cat draws up before the P™hon. 
and the future Sultan and his brother alight, turn rig 
and left with stiff htde botvs like the mo™"*'® 
marionettes, and take their places beside the Vizier 
the Resident General . i 

Next comes the Sultan himself, emerging » 

Palace on a pale gold steed led by two , j 

surrounded by many retainers A court omcial 
above him on a long stem the green Inmcnal ’ 

symbol of the Sultanate, the Shadow of God on 
^cept for this umbrella and the red caps of the rettin » 
the motif IS white The Sultan sits straight and 
his horse, his white robe covering him like a sheet t 
head to foot, only his pale brown face visible 

On his horse he is led into the centre of the open space, 
and there stays, impassive, magnificent m his jL 
At the far end of the arena the caids have 
At a signal the first group of them advances in a s 
line, a score of men of fine stature and great ^ 
of beating Before the SvUtan they halt, oowiog 
to the ground Then one of the Sultan’s 
out in a loud voice, demanding their fealty _ 
they bow low, answering m well rehearsed 
Three times they make their vov« before they back a 
and eliminate themselves, giving place to another iin 
advancing caids who go through the same 

Each line as it advances is accompanied on one 
by servants of the Sultan, leading horses and ^ 
laden with big white paste board boxes Jf 
with the aninms that cany them, are the gifts or the 
to theur Lord They look to be such splendid 3,jj 

we speculate on what mystenes the boxes may p 

What kind of a present does a caid give to his Su 
Precious stones, silver and gold, weapons or 
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workmanship ^ We ask a certain French official who js our 
companion, and he whispers disillusionment m out eats 
Many of the caids ate poor, he says, and cannot always 
afford to gue ptesents , so that some of the boxes ate 
empty, or else they have been filled bj one of the officials 
of the Court As for the horses, those splendid white 
chargers and well groomed mules, — well, it is not un- 
known, says he, for them to have been brought from the 
Sultan’s stables and returned to him as gifts 

When all the fads have paid their homage, and the 
pipes arc squealing again and the drums b»ting, the 
Sultan’s horse is turned and led back to the Palace And 
still that silent figure under the Imperial Umbrella has 
given no sign of life He disappears through the wide 
entrance to nis Palace, surrounded by his retainers, and 
followed b) the shnlt applause of the watching multitude 
And now begins the real exatement of the reception, 
tht fantasia or powder play At the end of the open ^acc 
a crowd of horsemen congregate, wild looking, fierce 
fellows, the best riders m Morocco A dozen of them 
line up, and at a signal they come charging across the 
plain, w hirling their guns m the air As they approach the 
Palace their leader gues a cry and every gun is fired into 
the ait So perfect is the timing that the volley sounds as 
one shot Applause <ihriHs from the spectators The 
horsemen \eer away, and a second line comes on, then 
a thud and a fourth m rapid succession Someumes the 
volley IS ragged and broken, and we hear the leader 
cursing his follow ers as they move off , but at times you 
would swear, if you had not been watching, that no mote 
than one gun had been fired For half an hour these char- 
ges conunue, until the multitude begins to melt away m 
search of other distractions The Resident General 
departs w ith his staff, the pavilions arc cleared, and the 
people are left to the enjoyment of thetr fete The Sultan’s 
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reception is o\cr, but the gigantic party goes on until 
nightfall 

And then there is feasting and music through the 
ancient city, and children dance m the narrow streets to 
the leaping melodics of screnaders , until Mahom« s 
binhday pas'ics ith the midnight hour, and Arab, Berba 
and negro seek their rest on sudi couches and in sudi 
homes as Allah has thought fit to grant them 


And now we come to the end of the journey A 
tram to Tangier, a boat, and we shall be on our way wck 
to reality But we go with rcluaancc, for we arc aban- 
doning a peace and a simplicity hard to find in the lite 
of the aitcs we call civilised We shall take with us the 
memory of many pleasant encounters and many fantastic 
scenes , of new friendships tlaat seem somehow to gi'C 
us an anchorage m this land of barbaric beauty and ancient 
culture We snail take also a little know ledge of 
nets and customs of the people w hose mode of life ^ 
have learned to respea, and a store of new cxpcricnOT 
of a kind tlut will create m our memories a refuge to 
which It wiU always be pleasant to retreat .. 

Before we go, I should like to take you up the mu 
above Rabat to a small white building with a green tuc 
roof, not unlike the hiuhba of a Moroccan samt It , 
alone m gardens where peace dwells, and where bit 
smg, and palms and flowers luxuriate m 
sun It IS the tomb of the man who brought Moroc 
to the Frcndi and made its people hts friends , who w 
not only a solider but a diplomat, a wise admmistra 
and, above all, a man of great heart and deep humanity 
Above his resting place you wnll read this mscnptio , 
which he composed himself 
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Here Rests 

HUBERT GONZAGUE LYAUTEY 
Bom a Omstian, Died a ChnsUan 
•who wished to test m this 
Moroccan earth among his 
Moslem Brothers whom He had 
Loved So Much 


The Emo 





